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NOTE 
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all been published from time to time in '^ Boys' 
Life^ the Boy Scouts' Magazine." The enthusi- 
astic approval given them by the tens of thou- 
sands of readers of that magazine warrants their 
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Boy Scouts Courageous 

I 

THE HEBOIO THIKa 

REDDT FAEEELL received the news of 
the declaration of a state of war with 
Germany, with the solemnity of a Prime 
Minister. It was his father who told him, hand- 
ing him the paper at the breakfast table. 

Eeddy took the paper. **It was about time, 
Dad, wasnH itf he remarked. **We ought to 
have done it two years ago.'' 

** Eeddy, you're a bloody-minded militarist.*' 

**He's nothing of the sort," Mrs. Farrell, dis- 
pensing coffee, chirped in; **I know what he 
means. And so do you." 

**My son," remarked Mr. Farrell genially, 

**your interest in your country is almost uncanny 

in one so young." 

**May I got" 

» 
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10 BOY SCOUTS COUEAGEOUS 

**Go where!*' 

**To war/' 

Mr. Farrell did not laugh. He did not even 
want to laugh. 

**Eeddyl'' exclaimed Mrs. Farrell in a voice 
filled more with reproach than ridicule. 

Mr. Farrell looked up at his son, quite serious. 
There were moments when Beddy had to be taken 
seriously and with care, for his nickname indi- 
cated more than the color of the mop that crowned 
his large and florid face. 

**I know how you feel, son,'' said Mr. Farrell 
quietly. 

**0f course you dol" exclaimed Reddy proudly. 
"I knew you would. It was you, I guess, who 
made me feel the way I do." 

*^I am not throwing any bouquets at myself— 
or at you either, old man," Mr. Farrell remarked. 
**I'm not different from the rest of Amer- 
icans " 

**You are, tool" 

"Don't interrupt, son." 

** You've seen this thing coming for two years. 
While other people were yapping—-—" 
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THE HEEOIC THING 11 

**Do you want me to talk!** said Mr. Farrell 
patiently. **0r do yon plan to hold a convention 
all by yourself f 

"I beg your pardon, sirl'* 

At this point the mother of the family inter- 
posed. "Eeddy, sit down and keep still.'' 

Eeddy did both. 

**I just wanted to say this, son,'* Mr. Farrell 
went on. **A lot of people are going to fight in 
France and a lot more are going to fight right 
here, backing up the people who are fighting in 
France. I suppose I am still husky enough to go 
to the trenches, but I'm not going. I believe that 
I can serve my country better by running a live 
newspaper in a country town." 

Mr. Farrell paused, but Reddy did not take the 
opportunity which was offered him to assent. His 
expression was respectful, but gloomy. 

**It's the same way with you," his father went 
on. **I suppose that by lying about your age you 
might get into the Army or the Navy " 

*'I wouldn't have to lie much," Beddy inter- 
rupted like a flash. 

"That isn't the question at the moment, son. 
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12 BOY SCOUTS COUBAGEOUS 

The thing is this. Yon have two years of high 
school still to go *' 

** What's sdiool when there's warf 

**Qniet, sonny!'' counseled the mother of the 
family. 

**I'm thinking," remarked Mr. Farrell slowly, 
**that this war won't last forever and that when 
it's over, onr country will be shy a lot of its very 
best young men — ^the men with education and the 
right spirit. If we don't look out, business and 
politics will get into the hands of the men who 
were slackers and profiteers and we'll have bad 
times, as we did after the Civil War. That's the 
time we'll need youngsters like you." Mr. Far- 
rell 's voice was warm and kind. 

*^ Why doesn't the country need me now!" cried 
Eeddy. 

Mr. Farrell looked at him in silence for a min- 
ute. **Do you really want to knowt" he asked 
slowly. 

**0f course." 

*^Well, I'll tell you, but you mustn't feel hurt. 
The country wants men and you're only a kid. 
You think you're strong, and you are, for a kid; 
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THE HEROIC THING 13 

but you haven't the endurance. You'd try hard 
and you wouldn't squeal, but you'd go under. 
Your job, son, is to stay home and do your day's 
work — go to school, build yourself up physically, 
make a man of yourself. Then when you're really 
a man in three, four or five years, you'll be of real 
use to your country. The war will be over then, 
but there'll be a job for you, don't worry. And 
if you want to serve your country that's the kind 
of job for which you'll prepare." 

Mr. Farrell delivered himself of this stiff dose 
with his eyes fixed straight on the blue eyes of his 
son. Beddy's glance never wavered. He took 
the lecture without wincing. But did not assent 
to its doctrine. He started to eat his breakfast, 
asking for the cream in a subdued tone. Five min- 
utes later he uttered a long sigh. Mrs. Farrell 
glanced up quickly and Mr. Farrell felt a tug of 
sympathy at his heart. But neither spoke. 

Eeddy Farrell swallowed his hurt pride and ac- 
cepted his father's decision^ for the moment at 
least, as final; and though he questioned both 
its wisdom and its justice, he did not rebel. Mr. 
Farrell was not the kind of father against whom 
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14 BOY SCOUTS COUBAGEOUS 

boys rebel. He was so absolutely ** square *' and 
boyish and companionable, completely free from 
parental pomp and dignity, and yet always, with- 
out question, the ^^boss," his decisions, moreover, 
were so just and sensible that disobedience or re- 
bellion somehow seemed a kind of betrayal not to 
be tolerated. 

So Beddy perused the newspaper, dreamt of 
submarines and secret agents, hung about the en- 
listment officers as much as he dared, talked with 
men in khaki at every opportunity — and continued 
to go to school His great consolation now, as in 
nil times of trouble, was— strange as it may seem 
—one of his teachers, Mr. Eager, who taught his- 
tory in a way that seemed to wake the dead and 
make old dates as fresh as yesterday. He was 
Beddy'^s scoutmaster, — ^and not at all a school- 
teacher sort of being, but a great, stalwart, taci- 
turn man who was silent when he had problems to 
solve, and who seldom laughed, though he in- 
dulged himself at times in a quiet chuckle thav 
somehow made not only his eyes but all his fea- 
tures twinkle. He had an extraordinary way with 
boys. Not only the naturally good boys looked 
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THE HEROIC THINQ 11 

up to him, — ^the mischief-makers and even the evil* 
minded felt somehow drawn upward hy him. He 
was himself dean as Octoher wind, undemonstra- 
tive, not given even to much handshaking. Boys 
were attracted to him in the first place hecause 
he was an athlete from the top of his head to 
the sole of his feet, a whole circus in himself. He 
was never sentimental, never patronizing, never 
consciously funny; he played no favorites, he lis- 
tened to no tattletales. 

Mr. Eager was, without question, a great figure 
in the boy-world of PeytonviUe. The boys them- 
selves knew only vaguely of the battles he had 
fought for them in the adult world. Seven days 
a week he was Comrade-in-Chief to every boy who 
needed him. That was enough for him to know. 
He needed no further recommendation. He was, 
in fact, at his best as scoutmaster — the rarest com- 
panion imaginable. He knew every tree and flower 
and leaf and moss, every bird, every insect; and 
could tell extraordinary romantic stories about 
them, — ^true stories, vastly more exciting than fic- 
tion. 

He was a sheer treasure-trove in the matter of 
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16 BOY SCOUTS COURAGEOUS 

stories anyhow. He had not always been a his- 
tory teacher. One day the troop tramping the 
steepy wooded hills, discovered to its delight that 
he had been bom on a ship in the Indian Ocean. 
Little by little they discovered thereafter that he 
had learnt his letters at a Mission School in the 
interior of China, studied Latin in a monastery 
in the EQmalayas, fought for the Boers in South 
Africa. He had great things to tell and he told 
them simply, as though they did not amount to 
much. 

It took Eeddy two or three weeks to accustom 
himself to the idea that there was a war going on, 
and he was not to be in it. The scout garden cam- 
paign helped to keep his mind occupied, for he 
was a first class scout and had responsibilities not 
only for the planting of his own patch of vege- 
tables, but also for the war gardens of some of the 
youngsters in the troop. Mr. Eager tried to per- 
suade him that he was doing as mudi for the Great 
Cause in proportion to his strength and ability 
as any soldier in the trenches. 

Reddy, leaning against the north fence of bis 
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THE HEROIC THING 17 

garden shrngged his shoulders, broke off a twig, 
and began to whittle it absent-mindedly. 

'*The trouble with yon, old man,'* remarked 
Mr. Eager with a friendly grin, *4s that you're 
more interested in adventure than in your coun- 
try.'' 

Eeddy stopped whittling, lifting his head 
sharply. *^I want to help— really help. A fellow 
can plant beans in time of peace." 

** You want to do the hardest thing, don't you!" 

** That's exactly it. Any girl can plant beanS. 
The girls are planting 'em, better 'n we. It's a 
good job for girls." He resumed his whittling, 
savagely. 

*^You said you wanted to do the hardest thing." 

<*IdoI" 

**This war is going to develop all sorts and 
kinds of heroes. Sometimes the heroic thing is 
just to stay put and do the daily grind. Perhaps 
your road to laurels lies through bean-fields and 
school. In that case, you're a slacker if you 
squeal." 

Beddy pressed his lips together, threw away 
the twig and thrust his knife into his pocket. He 
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18 BOY SCOUTS COUBAQEOUS 

was unconvinced, and he planted the rest of his 
allotment of beans grumblingly, and consequently 
rather badly, 

April made way for May, and even Peyton- 
ville, — ^thanks largely to Mr. Farrell's vigorous 
editorials in the Morning Leader — ^gradually 
awoke to the fact that America was at war and 
that war meant soldiers. There had been enlist- 
ments from the beginning, but the number of vol- 
unteers was still altogether out of proportion to 
the population of the town. For the genteel sec- 
tion of Peytonville was snug and self-indulgent 
and righteously confident that its duty lay in pur- 
chasing Liberty Bonds and letting other people 
do the rough work, and the less gaudy section on 
the other side of the track had a notion that it 
was a ridi man^s war and the rich might as well 
fight it. 

It was only when Dorcas, the rival town, di- 
rectly across the river, known by all true citizens 
of Peytonville to be in every way inferior to the 
Queen of the Biver, suddenly announced that her 
quota of volunteers was full that Peytonville be- 
gan to read Mr. Farrell^s editorials with atten* 
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THE HEBOIC THING 19 

tion and some appreciation. A vigorous cam- 
paign was lamiched. The churches took a hand 
in it. The ladies became most active. Some of 
the more rash among them let it be known that 
they were carrying white feathers in their reti- 
cules, for distribution among the younger set. 
Some of the bravest men in town stepped into 
khaki, sacrificing much because they saw their 
duty, and some of the worst cowards volunteered 
because they were afraid not to. 

Beddy, forsaking his dream of military glory 
for himself, transferred it to Mr. Eager. In his 
musings, he saw the Scoutmaster doing marvel- 
ous things, — capturing trenches single-handed, 
taking prisoners without number, carrying 
wounded men out of danger; he saw him pro- 
moted, rising by leaps and bounds; he saw him 
supplant experienced army oflBcers, first merely 
colonels, then generals. He saw him commanding 
an army, and then armies. He saw him in counsel 
with Joffre and Haig and Cadoma and Nivelle 
and Pershing, and finally working out the trium- 
phant solution of the war. He thought of these 
things at school and on troop excursions and in 
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20 BOY SCOUTS COURAGEOUS 

his garden. They became his great consolation: 
If he could not go forth and do great deeds, at 
least his friend would. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Eager did not present himself 
at the recruiting station. 

Reddy had, of course, been confident that Mr. 
Eager went the troop would at least be repre- 
was not the first man, nor the tenth man, nor the 
fiftieth man. Reddy felt a cold chill come over 
his dreams of glory for Mr. Eager, and tried to 
persuade himself that Mr. Eager, being a con- 
scientious man, was merely waiting for school to 
close, in order not to upset things. But that 
theory was speedily exploded when three or four 
of the other teachers, three younger and one older 
than Mr. Eager, did enlist and were released by 
the Faculty with engrossed resolutions and a fare- 
well celebration. One of the teachers who went 
was the Scoutmaster of PeytonviUe's other troop. 
That was a bitter pill for Reddy. The awful 
question sprang up in his mind and would not 
be silenced — Was the Scoutmaster of his own 
troop a slacker? 

May wore on into June. Reddy worked in his 
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THE HEROIC THING 21 

garden; he did yeoman's service in the Liberty 
Loan campaign. But his heart was heavy, his 
mind disturbed. He himself wanted so much to 
go that he simply could not conceive of anybody, 
who could go, willingly staying at home. If Mr. 
Eager went the troop would at least be repre- 
sented as it should be. But Mr. Eager did not go. 
Mr. Eager, who had been his idol, had ^'fallen 
down.'* That was as bad as the death of a friend. 
Besides, it was a reflection on the troop. 

July came, August came and went. Mr. Eager 
worked with the troop all summer, and under his 
leadership Troop A did all its regular work and 
all its war work, too. He was untiring, and never 
so rich in ideas for new ^^ stunts" to keep the 
younger scouts interested. Reddy saw all that. 
But he saw something else even more vividly. He 
saw his country calling and Mr. Eager turning a 
deaf ear. That threw into shadow anything and 
everything which Mr. Eager might do and plan. 
Reddy thought about it all, day and night, for a 
solid month. He could think of only one way of 
saving the honor of the troop and putting Mr. 
Eager to shame. Since Mr. Eager would not go 
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22 BOY SCOUTS COUEAGEOUS 

to the colors, he, Beddy Farrell, would— even 
against his father's wilL He decided to run away 
and enlist in the Navy. 

He aasembled the troop secretly after supper 
one night in the old bam behind his father's house. 
The place was full of old tools and toys and sleds 
and broken down wagons, but toward the rear 
was a place which had been cleared long ago for 
meetings of this kind. There they gathered, roost- 
ing like chickens high and low on barrels and boxes 
and a long carpenter's bench covered with saw- 
dust and shavings. There was a lantern that lit 
their faces dimly. For awhile everybody was 
whispering like an army of crickets. Then sud- 
denly everybody was silent, for Reddy Farrell was 
making a speech. 

^* Fellows," he said, **you don't know why I 
asked you here. I just wanted to say good-by. ' ' 

** Where you going!" cried a dozen inquisitive 
voices. 

**I'm going to enlist." 

*^Say!" 

**You don't mean it!" 

**Does your father knowt" 
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THE HEROIC THING 23 

**When are you goingf 

**I'in going to-night, '* said Reddy solemnly. 

There was a dramatic pause. **SayI*^ ex- 
claimed some one again from the shadowy upper 
regions, catching his breath sharply. 

For a minute there was a hush over the gath- 
ering, a sense of the solenmity of the occasion. 
The boys felt suddenly older and more responsi- 
ble. More than one felt with a thrill that this waa 
like the secret conclaves he had read about in his- 
tory books. 

^^I wanted to see you all before I went,*' said 
Reddy with dignity, **because I'm not going only 
for myself, but for the troop. And I want to 
take the Scout Oath again before you all. And 
then we'll say good-by." 

It was a very serious speech, as he made it. 
Older folk, overhearing it, might have laughed; 
that is, foolish older folk would have laughed, 
for Reddy 's seriousness was quite prodigious. 
But there was no pose about it, no play-acting. 
Reddy was deeply moved; he felt altogether like 
a squire of knighthood going forth on his first 
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24 BOY SCOUTS COURAGEOUS 

quest. He breathed deeply and his voice was a 
little husky and uneven when he spoke. 

**We'll all take the Oath/^ he said. 

There was a scrambling of boys to get on their 
feet, for it was not fitting that a Scout should be 
sitting on the floor or on a carpenter's bench when 
he took the Oath. 

They lifted their right hands. 

**0n my honor I will do my best '* Beddy 

began. 

**0n my honor I will do my best ** answered 

the other boys in a low murmur that filled the old 
bam like the deep roll of an organ. 

**To do my duty to God and my country and 
to obey the Scout Law,'* Beddy went on in a voice 
that suddenly quavered. 

**To do my duty to God and my country and to 
obey the Scout Law,'* came the low, deep, answer- 
ing murmur. 

**To help other people at all times •" said 

Beddy. 

**To help other people at all times '* came 

the echo. 

**To keep myself physically strong, mentally 
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THE HEROIC THING 25 

awake, and morally straight. * ' Beddy 's yoice was 
husky with emotion. 

The answer came firm and strong: **To keep 
myself physically strong, mentally awake, and 
morally straight.'* 

**So help me God,'' whispered Eeddy, making 
a little addition of his own. 

**So help me God.'* 

There was a hush, a complete silence. 

**Good-by!'' said Eeddy in low, shaky tones. 

Again the cricket music of many voices, as the 
boys crowded about him. They said good-by and 
nothing more. He seemed removed from them 
somehow and no one thought of asking him ques- 
tions about such relatively unimportant things as 
where he was going and what train he planned to 
take. They shook his hand and went out. Eeddy 
remained in the bam, alone with the lantern on 
the floor. He picked it up dreamily, pressed down 
the chimney-clasp and blew out the light. Then 
he hung the lantern on the hook where it belonged 
and strode through the cool autumn evening to the 
house. 

His mother was visiting out of town, his father 
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26 BOY SCOUTS COURAGEOUS 

was as usual at the office, and would not presum* 
ably be home before ten o'clock. He knew there- 
fore that he had an hour and a half and a clear 
field for final preparations and an unimpeded 
*^ getaway." The house was dark and silent, and, 
in the absence of his parents, seemed to speak to 
him and lay hands on him, gentle hands holding 
him back. But he had not pondered this decision 
of his for a month or more to be dissuaded now by 
the voiceless influence of a house in which it hap- 
pened that he had been bom and brought up. But 
nevertheless the influence made itself felt. The 
house was old. It had been in the family for gen- 
erations. In a sense it had earned certain rights. 
It had sheltered the family in many storms. It 
had watched over much happiness and had let no 
grief enter the doors except the natural grief 
that come when men and women reach the River 
at the end of the Journey, and cross over. To 
Reddy, the House was almost a person, a guar- 
dian. He felt that it was saying to him, ^* Don't 
do it, Reddy,*' and he found himself whisper- 
ing, **IVe got to. It's perfectly clear. As a 
self-respecting citizen, I've got to.'' And still it 
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seemed to him that the House whispered, ** Don't 
do it, Reddy, you'll be sorry if you do/' 

He went upstairs. His room was under the 
roof, with the garret for an annex and overflow. 
The stars shone in at his gable-windows. It 
seemed to him that his room also whispered, 
**Don't do it, Reddy." 

"Whether his room did anything as uncanny as 
that or not, Reddy proceeded with efficiency and 
dispatch to carry out his plans. He turned on 
the electric light and was for an instant appalled 
at the disorder of his belongings (for his mother 
had been away for twenty-four hours) but it was 
hopeless to think of clearing it all up, so he pulled 
a handbag from under a mass of football and 
baseball clothes in a comer of the deep, old-fash- 
ioned closet, dumped out its contents of time- 
tables and keys and dried toothpaste tubes, 
scratched his red head, and began to pack. One 
pair of pajamas, one pair of shoes, three collars, 
a Bible, an extra necktie, a Scout Handbook, a 
compass, a pair of opera glasses, some snapshots 
of his father and mother, a pair of socks, an old 
letter his mother had once written him«-^ 
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He read over the letter and became very 
thoughtfnL Then, suddenly, from the depths of 
the Honse, the ticking heart of it struck ten. 
Eeddy thrust the letter into his pocket, snapped 
shut the bag, picked up his cap and walked quietly 
but with determination down the stairs and out 
of the House. Again it seemed to him that the 
House whispered, ** Don't do it, Eeddy I'' as he 
shut the front door behind him, but he said to him- 
self, **IVe got to/' He tried to feel solenm and 
self-sacrificing but he was not very successful. He 
could not make himself think of his father and 
mother; he could not make himself think of Mr. 
Eager and how he had ** fallen down." He was 
thrilled to the marrow, he was jubilant; his heart 
was like a delirious grandstand after a victory; 
and all he could think about was the glorious fact 
that he, Eeddy Farrell, was oflP to the War. 

He had decided that it would be unwise to take 
the regular late local from Peytonville. He might 
meet acquaintances who would ask questions. It 
would be more circumspect to cross the river and 
board a train at Dorcas. He made his way 
through side streets that were dark under the 
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thick maples, to the dingy ferry-house. Twenty 
minntes after he arrived there the boat bumped 
itself into the open jaws of the landing-bridge. 
He stepped out of the way of an automobile that 
stopped suddenly dead. A second later Mr. 
Eager 's hand was on his shoulder and Mr. Eager 
with the most tender look in his eyes that Eeddy 
had ever seen there, was saying, 

**Come here, old man, I want you to meet a 
friend of yours.*' 

Eeddy thought of making a break for the boat, 
but decided that it would be too much like run- 
ning away. Reluctantly he turned to the car and 
stretched out his hand. It was his father who 
took it. 

There are times when it is well not to know that 
you are beaten, and there are times when it is 
well to grin and, for the moment, surrender. 
Reddy did not grin. The bottom had suddenly 
dropped out of the world and when that happens, 
you do not grin. But being a si)ortsman, he did 
not attempt to strike after time had been called. 
He climbed into the tonneau of his father's car. 



Digitized by 



Google 



30 BOY SCOUTS COUEAGEOUS 

**I'll get off at the comer of Main/' said Mr. 
Eager. 

**I'd rather you come up to the house, unless 
you have an engagement/' Mr. Farrell's voice 
was cahn but very serious. 

**Very good.'' 

Mr. Farrell drove fast. In five minutes they 
were all three in the study, Mr. Farrell hunting 
for a cigar, Mr. Eager turning the leaves of a 
magazine, Beddy at the mantelpiece, his face scar- 
let, his feet gently kicking the andirons. 

Mr. Farrell scratched a match, puffed once or 
twice and spoke at last. **Off to war, son?" 

Beddy stopped abusing the andirons. '^Yes, 
sir." 

'^I thought we'd settled that question back in 
April?" 

**I didn't promise not to go." 

** Perfectly true, old man. But I rather thought 
we had come to an understanding. We've got 
along rather well together — ^no lectures for a blue 
moon and very little arguing. I'm rather — ^well, 
I won't say shocked because that sounds prig- 
gish—but, well— just — ^a bit disappointed." 
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Beddy looked up, meeting his father's glance 
squarely. **I*m sorry, sir,'* he said rather for- 
mally. 

**Do you really want me to stay, ParreUf 
broke in Mr. Eager. **This seems to me a mat- 
ter between you and Eeddy. I'm a fifth wheel." 

**I'd like to have you. Any objections, sont" 

Beddy turned his blue eyes like headlights on 
Mr. Eager. **No, indeed," he answered in a tone 
of formal courtesy that was quite unlike his usual 
manner, but was not without real dignity. On 
the whole, Beddy did not in the least have the ap- 
pearance of a runaway about to be punished. He 
seemed rather to dominate the situation. Mr. 
Eager was standing by the window with his back 
turned; Mr. Parrell, on the edge of his desk, was 
looking at his son thoughtfully. There was a 
frown on his forehead, but it was a frown not of 
anger but of perplexity. His cigar had gone out 
and he deposited it carefully on the edge of an 
ash-tray. 

**WeVe always talked things over," he said at 
last. ^^Why didn't you talk this over, sont" 
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"I knew you wouldn't approve, sir,'' Eeddy an- 
swered. 

**I see,'* Mr. Parrell said musingly. He picked 
up the cold <ugar and struck a match. ^^I see." 
He knew that he was facing a difficult situation 
that demanded the most delicate handling, and he 
went warily, lest he make a false move. 

'^Beddy," he said at last, with a quick lift of 
the head, **what made you want so much to got" 

Eeddy's arm was on the mantelpiece. He did 
not move it and his father had the uncomfortable 
feeling of being a shirt-sleeve diplomat trying to 
make a treaty with an astute and experienced 
Grand Duke. There was such ease and presence 
about Beddy, and withal, not a hint of presump- 
tion or bravado. 

** There were a great many reasons," said 
Beddy. 

**I guess the main reason was that you just 
wanted to get into the excitement," said his father, 
quickly. **Wasn't it nowt" 

**No," Beddy answered, speaking slowly as 
though he were weighing his words, **I don't 
think it was." 
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**I guess the romance of it got you, didn't itf 

'*I don't think so/^ 

Mr. Farrell pulled at his cigar and made a wry 
face. The cigar had again gone out. Again he 
lit it. He found the interview with his son ex- 
tremely exhausting. 

**I don't want to appear to be cross-examining 
you, son," he said, after a pause, waving away a 
cloud of smoke. **I just want to understand 
what's going on under that red hair of yours. 
I'm not going to lecture you. I just want to know. 
In a father who's always been on rather inti- 
mate terms with his son, and who hasn't been a 
tyrant, that's natural, isn't itt" 

Eeddy dropped his arm from the mantel. **0f 
course. Dad," he said with the first touch of 
warmth he had yet shown. 

** Let's have it, then." 

**Have what, sirt" 

** Your reason for this queer — stunt— of yours." 

Beddy looked at his father but did not speak 
at once. **It's quite hard to explain," he said at 
last. **At least so it won't sound— just foolish 
and all that. Besides, I don't want to hurt Mr. 
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Eager's feelings. Perhaps, I had better wait/* 

Mr. Eager turned. **I don't think you'll hurt 
my feelings whatever you say, Eeddy. But if 
you'd rather not have me here, I'll go, certainly." 

*'I don't mind if you don't," said Reddy quite 
seriously. 

'*Stay, Eager," Mr. Farrell begged. 

There was a pause. Reddy had the floor. 

"Some one had to go," he said slowly, looking 
at a distant point on the floor, suddenly shy. * * Mr. 
Eager didn't, so I had to." 

For a full minute there was complete silence. 
Reddy had spoken the words very simply and un- 
aflPectedly, but there was in the tone a quite un- 
conscious touch of grandeur. A humorist might 
with justice have found something very comic in 
Reddy's assumption that he was Mr. Eager's 
keeper, but neither his father nor Mr. Eager felt 
in the least like laughing. There was a faint 
huskiness in Mr. Parrell's voice when at length 
he spoke. 

** There were plenty of other fellows to go in 
Mr. Eager's place, and for that matter we finally 
sent considerably more than our quota." 
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**I don^t think that that's what Eeddy means,'' 
Mr. Eager broke in. His voice was soft and ten- 
der, and profound as a bass-vioL ^^I think I 
know what yon mean. Ton looked np to me. I 
disappointed yon. Tour going was, in a sense, 
an atonement— for the shame of a friend." 

Like a flash Beddy turned to him; all the cold- 
ness, the composure, the almost unnatural dig- 
nity, were gone; he was again all boy, with his 
red hair bristling as though charged with elec- 
tricity, his cheeks flushed, his eyes gleaming. 
'^That's itl" he cried. ^^That's what I've been 
trying to say to myself . That's what I felt. Only 
I couldn't say it. To atone! Gee, how did you 
ever guess itt" 

He had taken a quick step toward Mr. Eager. 
Suddenly, however, he checked himself and turned 
half way, embarrassed. The blood receded from 
his face and then returned in a flood, rising to the 
roots of his tingling hair. ^^I didn't mean to say 
that," he whispered. 

Mr. Eager looked him straight in the eyes. 
*'I'm not a coward, old man," he said. 

**0h, I never thought " 
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**And I'm not a slacker.*' 

Eeddy was silent, gazing far off. 

**IVe been a soldier. I know what war is.'* 

Beddy tnmed toward him and when he spoke 
there was a suggestion of scornful pity in his 
voice. **Was that the reason you didn't gof he 
asked 

**I volunteered for the Officers' Training Corps 
the first week of the war,*' said Mr. Eager very 
quietly. 

Eeddy gasped. '^Why '* 

**I was rejected because of an old wound." 

** Why didn't you tell met'' cried Eeddy breath- 
lessly. 

* * There was no reason why I should. Somehow 
one doesn't talk about those things. I presented 
myself in New York, and I was just as glad that 
nobody up here knew. If I had told you about 
it, it might have looked as though I was trying 
to gather in a bouquet or two for myself, don't 
you think sot" 

Eeddy flushed. **I guess — ^I guess — ^I owe you 
an apology," he said in a low voice. "I'm sorry 
—I " 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE HBEOIO THING 37 

Mr. Eager did not stir. ^^ There's no question 
of apologies between you and me, old man/' he 
said. ^^I see now that I should have told 
you '* 

** Would it really have made much difference to 
you, Eeddy,*' broke in Mr. ParreU, "if Mr. Eager 
had told yout Perhaps youVe been fooling your- 
self a bit in thinking that you wanted to go only 
because you wanted to — ^atone — ^for what you 
thought was Mr. Eager's shame. Coming down 
to brass tacks, wasn't it just that you wanted like 
blazes to go to wart" 

Eeddy returned to the fireplace and his previous 
occupation of abusing the firedogs. ** Perhaps it 
was," he said at last, slowly and with evident dif- 
ficulty, looking not at his father, but at a stained 
engraving of the battle of Bunker Hill which hung 
over the mantel. **I want to go. I think I ought 
to go. It doesn't seem right not to." 

His father looked at him and made a futile ges- 
ture. For some reason, there was a lump in his 
throat. Very slowly he lifted his cigar to his lips, 
found that it had gone cold once more, slowly low- 
ered it and let it fall into the scrap-basket 
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Mr. Eager, too, was looking at Beddy, and there 
was a new light in his own eyes. He straddled 
a ohair, resting his elbows on the back. ^ ^ Sit dowDi 
Beddy. I want to tell you something," he said. 

Beddy sank into a chair, a little exhausted. 

**I felt at first the way you do,'* Mr. Eager be- 
gan, **when they turned me down. It's natural, 
isn't itt We see that our country is in trouble 
and we want to give the best we have, we want to 
give all we have. That means — our life blood. 
It happens that my country doesn't want me for a 
soldier, and she doesn't want you. If she did^ 
she'd say so. If she wanted you, she'd draft you. 
You're blue now, and I was blue when I found 
that I couldn 't go. But there 's been a consolation, 
Beddy." 

Beddy looked up but did not speak. 

**You were a part of the consolation." 

**Met" 

**Yes. You and the rest of the troop. IVe got 
a job, old man. My country may not need me on 
the firing-line, but it seems that there's a place 
for me in the training-camp." 

*'I don't think I quite see what you mean." 
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'^It seems that there's something here at homa 
that I can do. I can help make the troop a sno- 
cess/' 

**I don't know what we'd do withont you," ex- 
claimed Eeddy softly. 

^'I can help make you Scouts into American citi- 
zens. I can help train you fighters of to-morrow, 
you coming fighters of democracy. With a pros- 
pect like that, I can't be blue, just because this job 
isn't the job I wanted most to undertake." 

**That's true," said Eeddy. ''But I haven't 
even a job like that." 

**Eeddy, when a man's drafted for the army, he 
isn't sent straight to the trenches. He's sent to 
a training-camp. He's put in the charge of fel- 
lows like me. We Americans are gradually learn- 
ing that in a democracy everybody must be drafted 
for public service, drafted— not at twenty-one, 
but in the cradle. School and the athletic field are 
training camps. The scout camp is a training 
camp. You 've been drafted, and you 're in a train- 
ing camp now. If you run away, you'll be in a 
sense deserting. You'll be giving up your place 
in the training camp, not from a lofty sense of 
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service and sacrifice, but because you prefer the 
excitement, the thrill of actual war and are bound 
to get even at the expense of your country/' 

Beddy turned away his head and took a deep 
breath. **I hadn't thought about it that way,'' 
he said slowly. 

**Our country is going to need a good many 
men in Prance," Mr. Eager went on, and his voice 
sounded more like a bass-viol than ever. "And if 
she changes her mind and decides that she wants 
a man with an old bullet inside him and a boy 
who's a first class scout, we'll both of us go gladly, 
without worrying greatly about our chances of 
life and death, for, as you know yourself, the ac- 
cident of being killed or knocked out for life 
doesn't really come into the story. What you 
and I are interested in is not what happens to us 
personally, but rather how best we can serve." 

**0f course," said Eeddy. 

** Until she does change her mind " 

Eeddy stared at the floor. "I see — ^I see now," 
he whispered. **I guess I was just spinning on 
my ear." He stood up suddenly and stretched 
out his hand. **I'm glad— you set me straight." 
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Mr. Eager rose quickly and thrust the chair 
aside. ''Grand old Eeddy,*' he exclaimed. 

There was a light in Eeddy's eyes as they shook 
hcmds. 

*'I know— you're right,*' said Eeddy in a halt- 
ing voice. *'I guess my job is here. And I guess 
I want to do my job as much as — any one.'' He 
hesitated. A sudden thought seemed to strike him 
and he turned again to the mantel, grasping the 
edge of the mantel-shelf. With his back to the 
two men, he added softly, "I can see that you're 
right." He paused. **But I've got to go— any- 
way." ' 

''You've— whatt" cried Mr. FarrelL "What 
under the canopy " 

Eeddy turned slowly, facing them. "You see, 
I told the troop I was going. ' ' He flushed. ' ' I — 
I made quite a good deal of it, I guess. And now 
I— ^just can't crawl." His lips trembled a little. 

"See here, my son," remarked Mr. Parrell em- 
phatically. "This seems to be a point where a 
father may be allowed to speak a decisive word." 

Eeddy stiffened, lifting his red head like a 
young lion. 
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**I don't want to appear to be interfering in 
yonr family affairs, Farrell,*' said Mr. Eager 
qnickly, **bnt if yon don't inind my suggesting 
it, I think I shouldn't offer to share Eeddy's re- 
sponsibility in this matter." 

Mr. Farrell gave the other man a keen glance. 
For a flash their eyes met. 

''Very good," said Mr. Farrell quietly. 
**Eeddy, you're your own master." 

The blood deserted Eeddy's face. For the first 
time he seemed a little frightened. But he did 
not waver. With firm steps he crossed the room 
to where his cap and bag were lying. He picked 
them up. ** Good-bye — ^and thanks," he said a 
little breathlessly. * * You 've both been— perfectly 
great, and — and " 

**We are counting on you," said Mr. Eager in 
his deep friendly voice, ** wherever you are, to do 
the heroic thing." 

Eeddy's eyes suddenly filled. He bit his lips 
and strode quickly out of the room and out of the 
house. 

''He's gone, Eager 1" cried Mr. Farrell with 
something that was very like a sob. 
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**He will come back/* 

**Btit he took his bag!*' 

** Naturally. But he will come back." 

Eeddy went to the Peytonville station, bought 
his ticket and waited for the midnight train. It 
came at last. But at the last moment, for some 
curious reason, he could not move one foot before 
tiiie other, standing stolidly on the platform while 
the train roared in and stopped and noisily rolled 
out again. The next train left Peytonville at four 
or thereabouts. 

He walked dreamily back through the sleeping 
edges of the town to the river. A night boat had 
Just passed, and the little waves were swishing 
among the weed-grown rocks. Overhead the stars 
were unusually bright. 

He set down his bag and stood on a flat boulder 
with head bare, listening to the low music of the 
river and watching the gem-like blinking of the 
stars. He might have been ** stout Cortez** — 
** lonely upon a peak in Darien** — ^as he stood 
there with folded arms, motionless, hour after 
hour, fighting his great fight. 

A clock somewhere struck three. He shook him- 
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self and took a deep breath. ^ ^ The heroic thing I ' ' 
he whispered for the hundredth time. 

Then, with firm steps, he returned to his father's 
house. 
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**A SOOTJT IS BKATS'^ 



IT was a cold February, so cold in fact that 
Jasper Gibbs had not ventured out but had 
spent most of the day by the big stove in the 
cabin, poring over a Handbook of the Boy Scouts 
of America loaned him by a city cousin who was 
the proud possessor of two Scout merit badges. 

Mr. Gibbs stood by the fire warming his hands, 
while his face wore a troubled expression. The 
events of the last few days had bewildered him. 
Mother had gone unexpectedly down the valley 
to help a sick sister; Mary, the child of his heart, 
had caught a heavy cold which had developed al- 
most at once into a severe case of pneumonia. For 
two days the valley had been lost in a blizzard that 
surpassed anything even the oldest settlers could 
remember. The wind had blown the snow in a 
flurry that was beyond description and so pene- 
trating was the cold tiiiat he had been compelled 
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to tack strips of grain sacks about the door to keep 
the cabin warm enough for the sick child. 

On top of this and to add to his anxiety, the 
prize Percheron colt had come in the middle of 
the night and he had labored unceasingly to save 
it from freezing. He had been depending on this 
colt for months as the means of raising the mort- 
gage on the place and he just must not lose him 
even in these unfavorable circumstances. 

He had just returned from the stable, and on 
his way in had noted the low-hanging clouds and 
rising wind. He knew the signs, and the fear 
within him seemed to squeeze his heart as if in 
a vise. As he stood thinking, undecided, Mary 
went into a fit of coughing, each spasm startling 
him anew with fear. There was but one way out 
of it — ^he must drive for mother. A second bliz- 
zard was coming, and it might keep mother from 
home for several days more — ^and Mary just 
oouldnH survive without her. 

He hurriedly filled the stove afresh with wood. 
Harnessing old Jerry to the cutter with a haste 
that surprised him, he ran into the house and gave 
Jasper a few words of instruction. 
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''Jap, my boy, don't under any circnmstances 
leave the house. And remember to keep it warm. 
Don't light the lamp if we should be late. You 
will be all right by the firelight. And don't get 
frightened. You are a whole lot of a man now, 
and father knows it. He's counting on you. You 
read me awhile ago about a Scout being trust- 
worthy; father knows he can trust you. Good- 
bye 1 Take good care of sister!" 

Jap flushed a bit with pleasure and assured his 
father he would obey orders. He suddenly 
straightened himself, raised his hand in Scout 
salute and in a very serious voice said, **0n my 
honor, I wiU do my best" His father could not 
help but chuckle as he jumped into the sleigh and 
called to Jerry. Jerry fairly flew down the lane 
and into the main road. Some way he seemed to 
understand that he must go, and he did his very 
best 

''Three hours at the very least," muttered 
Gibbs. "Get along, Jerry. It's hard traveling, I 
know, old boy, but it's for our little Mary!" He 
slapped the lines gently and Jerry settled into a 
long easy stride that fairly ate up the road. 
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Jap had never felt so lonely. The house seemed 
bigger and more empty than it had ever seemed 
before. He had found a few hard biscuits in the 
bread box and had spread a generous supply of 
molasses on each one and eaten them, for Dad 
had forgotten to get them dinner. It reminded 
him of being stranded on a desert island with noth- 
ing to eat but hardtack and a little sorghum from 
a barrel that had floated to shore. The long 
streaks of pink light that came from the base 
burner reminded him of a red camp fire, and the 
little sister, of a Princess that he had saved from 
drowning. She had caught an awful cold from 
being in the cold water so long to be sure, but soon 
she would be better. So he enjoyed an hour of 
strange imaginings. 

The wind that was a mere breeze when Mr. Gibbs 
started had grown to be a gale that whistled 
around the comers and made the pine block in 
the stove sizzle and crack. Once or twice he 
thought he heard a rusty hinge squeak, but the 
windows were completely covered with pictures 
the cold had painted the night before and he could 
not see out. Father's last words had been a warn- 



Digitized by 



Google 



'*A SCOUT IS BEAVE^' 49 

ing not to open the door. He walked aronnd the 
big empty rooms, but it was cold except just by 
the fire. 

He had inquired a dozen times already of Mary 
if he could do anything for her comfort, for his 
Handbook surely said that a ** Scout is helpful,*^ 
until she had refused to answer him, and just 
now she had slipped off into a restless little sleep. 
He had settled himself once more with his book 
and was engrossed, when he almost jumped from 
his chair and his heart came near stop beating. 

Above the gale he heard Eose May whinny. 
For a moment he was lost in thought. What could 
that noise have been I And then it dawned upon 
him. Father, in his haste, had not securely fas- 
tened the upper half of the bam door and the wind 
had blown it open with a bang. As he stood won- 
dering, it banged again. He was alert in a second 
and was thinking of the stallion colt. Yes, Eose 
was whinnying and he knew the colt must be cold 
\nth that icy wind blowing through the stable. 

It was just thirty yards to the bam. He could 
slip out, fasten the door, and be back in a minute. 
Trae, father had said for him not to, but then, of 
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course, father had not thought the bam door would 
be blowing open. If the colt should freeze, then 
it would be Jap's fault and oh, it would mean so 
much! 

He went to the window facing the bam and be- 
gan to scratch the ice from the glass with his 
jack knife. It was slow work, but he would get 
there soon. Rose whinnied again and again, and 
finally he heard her kick. He hurried a little 
faster and at length he had a place big enough 
to peer out. He put his face close to the frozen 
window and looked toward the bam. 

He uttered an exclamation of terror. In a sec- 
ond 's time he was wild with excitement. He be- 
gan talking aloud to himself. Yes, the upper half 
of the bam door was open— he had been right in 
that, but that was not all by any means, for, stand- 
ing directly in front of the half opened door, her 
tail extended, her nose up testing the wind, stood 
a fierce looking moimtain lion. Only last week 
they had seen tracks in the snow at Smith's, and 
had supposed that the bmte had been driven down 
from the cliffs by the cruel storms and cold; but 
to find one actually standing in the barnyard, just 
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ready to leap into the half open door, no doubt 
to devour the new colt, was enough to frighten any 
one, let alone a boy like Jap. 

*'0h, the colt! the colt!'* cried Jap aloud. 
^^He'll get the colt He ^U get Dad's colt! What 
shall I dof and then he remembered, '*a Scout 
is brave.*' 

Mary moved imeasily and heaved a long sigh. 

'*What is it, Japf she whispered. **What are 
you talking about, you silly boyf 

"A lion, Sis — a. real sure-enough mountain lion, 
like Jim Ford shot last winter on Black Moim- 
tain; and oh, Mary, he's going to go right into 
the bam and kill the colt. That's Eose May whin- 
nying now to tell us. What shall I do! I don't 
seem to think quick — ^and right. Can 't you help ! ' ' 
He danced about the big stove in his excitement, 
then back to the window. 

The beast whiffed and whiffed, turning its head 
this way and that to make sure there was no dan- 
ger, and then made ready to spring through the 
opening. 

Jap suddenly calmed himself. Then like light- 
ning he jerked on his cap and coat, pulled a chair 
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over to the wall and took down the rifle from the 
shelf, made sure it was loaded, as he had so often 
seen his father do, and started toward the door. 
Mary objected and clung to him desperately, but 
Jap shook her off, ordering her back to her bed, 
just as Mr. Gibbs would have done. 

He turned the knob, pushed on the door. It gave 
slowly, for the snow and ice had worked into every 
crevice and frozen. Once out, he shut the door by 
throwing all his weight against it. 

The huge cat turned at the sound of the door 
and eyed Jap, then came one step nearer, her tail 
working like a big snake, her lips drawn back ex- 
posing her long white fangs. Jap tried to raise 
the gun to position, but it was so heavy he couldn't 
hold it steady. The barrel was just making great 
circles in the air. Every muscle in the boy's body 
tingled, yet he was surprisingly calm and deter- 
mined. He fell to one knee and raised the gun. 
It was better that way. It seemed to him ages 
elapsed before he could steady it enough to shoot. 

Suddenly a new thought struck him. He dared 
not shoot for fear of killing one of the horses! 
His shot would go right through the bam 1 
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He stood up again. The lion took fright, and 
with long springing leaps it was fast crossing the 
barnyard. Jap aimed as best he could and fired. 

The shell went wild, but it encouraged Jap. He 
hurried toward the barn, closed the door with a 
bang and fastened it. 

Then quickly he became aware that he was 
freezing cold. He had not stopped for gloves, and 
he now realized that his ears and fingers were 
numb. 

The lion was gone, that was sure. He had so 
wanted to shoot him, but anyway the colt was safe. 
He hurried back to the house, gun in hand, and 
stamping the snow from his feet as best he could, 
prepared to enter. 

To his utter astonishment, he found he could 
not budge the door. Pull as he might, it would 
not give a particle. A great fright seized him. 
His ears and face were numb. The wind cut him 
like a knife. It began to snow. He called with 
all his might but he received no answer. The 
peephole he had made had frozen over, and Mary 
was paralyzed with fright, for she could hear only 
his cries for help. She had tried with all her lit- 
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tie might to open the door from her side, but it 
was frozen tight. 

Jap leaned the gon against the wall and sum- 
moning all his strength tried again, but it was no 
use. He stumbled to the bam, opened the door 
with numb fingers, entered and closed the door 
behind him, fastening it from the inside. 

Bose May whinnied as he passed. On he went 
to the hay pile. There he found a blanket, 
wrapped himself in it and prepared to wait for the 
home-coming of his father. He remembered now 
with real regret every word he had told him. He 
had disobeyed his father, and he knew that some 
appropriate punishment awaited him. He was not 
sorry he had saved the colt, for by so doing he had 
saved the home, but he almost wished the lion had 
attacked him and killed him. 

He sat thus meditating in his boy heart when 
suddenly a more horrible thought came to him. 
Mary would not be able to put fresh wood in the 
big stove and the log must have burned out ere 
this and she would be cold — ^he shivered and drew 
down into the old blanket the more — ^and perhaps 
she would die. He remembered just what his 
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father had said about keeping her warm. He was 
getting so sleepy. Oh, why didn't some one oome! 
Where, where wsIb his father anyway! Eose 
May whinnied, but it sonnded far, far away, and 
soon Jap Gibbs was dosing and dreaming of horses 
and colts and lions and Indians, ships, biscuits, 
islands, and what not — ^and then all was blank. 

It was dark, pitch dark, when Jerry pulled the 
old cutter into the yard, and Mr. Gibbs, stiflf and 
cold, climbed out, lantern in hand and helped Mrs. 
Gibbs and a stranger to alight. He then lighted 
them to the door. The house was dark— not even 
the faintest flickering of shadows lighted the 
frosty window pane. He took hold of the knob 
and pulled, but the door stuck fast. He handed 
the lantern to his wife and taking a firm hold with 
both hands pulled again and again. 

** Frozen, Doc,*' he muttered. '*I nailed sacks 
on the door yesterday to keep out the cold and 
they have gotten in the crack and frozen fast 
Here, Doc, give me a handl'* 

He kicked the door a heavy blow to loosen it, 
and as he did so the jar toppled over the gun 
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from its resting place. Gibbs snatched it up and 
held it to the light. 

**My gunl What foolishness has that boy been 
up to now ? " In an instant his strength was as the 
strength of a giant. He clasped the knob with 
both hands braced his legs and pulled. There was 
a squeak, a grating, and then the door gave way 
and came open with such force that it knocked him 
completely down. 

He snatched the lantern and entered, gtm in 
hand, calling, **Jap, Jap,^^ but no reply. He 
hastily lighted a lamp and looked about him. Al- 
ready mother had Mary in her arms and was sob- 
bing over her. She awoke with a little start and 
clutched her mother frantically. 

''Oh, mother,^* she cried, **the lion has eaten 
Japl'' 

The child, burning with fever, had sobbed her- 
self to sleep. 

** Where is Jap, Mary!'^ asked Gibbs, between 
chattering teeth, his voice was so shaky he could 
hardly talk. 

''Oh, Daddie, Daddie, the lion came to get the 
colt and Jap went out to shoot it. He never, never 
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came back — Oh! Oh!" and she wept as if her lit- 
tle heart would break. 

Nelson Gibbs was a man of action. Like a shot 
he had pumped the rifle, carefully examiaed the 
shelly and noting it had been shot, he pumped a 
new shell into the chamber and taking the lantern 
hurried out. 

The Doctor poked up the fire, added new wood, 
removed his great fur coat and took charge of 
things in general. Mary was telling the story as 
best she could between sobs. 

Gibbs went straight to the bam. When six 
paces from it, his eye caught sight of the deep 
tracks in the snow. He took one glance — ^**Lion! 
upon my word,*' he muttered, **and the boyf 

He noted that the bam door was fastened from 
the inside, and a faint ray of hope came to him. 
Hurrying to the wood pile he snatched up the 
ax, and in another second he stood over the pros- 
trate form of Jap. 

** Frozen!" he ejaculated, his heart seeming to 
break. **My boy, frozen in my own barn!*' 

He was sobbing now. He gathered the little 
bundle in his arms and hurried to the house. With 
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great difficulty, and under the doctor's careful 
manipulation, Jap was aroused His first ques- 
tion was about Mary, When he was told she 
was all right and that Dr. Carter had come to get 
her well, he smiled a happy little smile, and with 
mutterings about bears and guns and things sank 
back in his father's arms. 

**Some snow, quick. Nelson,'* ordered the doc- 
tor, **and now let's strip him quickly— yes, clear 
to the skin." 

Gibbs returned with a dishpan full of snow and 
Jap was rubbed from head to foot and back again. 
His ears and nose were frozen, and there was no 
doubt that his finger tips and feet were badly 
frosted, but there were chances if they worked 
hard. Oh, did two men ever work any harder to 
save a human life! But they were rewarded. 
Jap was then wrapped in a huge warm blanket 
and fed hot lemonade, while he lay on a bed they 
had improvised for him by the side of the big 
stove. 

It was morning when Jap again opened his 
eyes. 

**Say, Dad," he cried a little later, ^*I'm so 
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sorry I disobeyed you, but I had to do it or be a 
coward, didn't It and *a Scout is brave,' the book 
says so/' 

Nelson Gibbs swallowed hard and then squeezed 
the hand nearest to him in reassurance. 

**But you are no coward, Jap. You are a brave 
boy. I forgive you a thousand times. Only you 
and Mary were worth so much more to me than the 
colt. Why did you risk it!" 

*^Yes, but father, the colt will be worth $1,000 
when he's a yearling, and will raise the mort- 
gage," added Jap, seriously. 

**But that colt will never raise the mortgage, 
my boy,'.' replied Gibbs, softly, but with some ef- 
fort. 

**But why won't he, father!" asked Jap in sur- 
prise. **He didn't freeze, did he, Dadf" His 
voice was full of disappointment. 

** Because, my boy," cried Nelson Gibbs, **be- 
cause the colt is to be yours. You saved his life. 
We'll raise the mortgage some other way." 
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THE 8ECBET OF THB SSA 

TAD/' said Captain Beynolds of the gaso- 
line schooner ChM, ** would you like to 
make a tr^ with me to Dutch Harborf 

Tad Sheldon's eyes brightened. 

**I certainly would/' he answered **But I'm 
not sure that father would let me go." 

The captain's tired old eyes rested kindly on 
the Boy Scout's face. 

**It won't do you any harm^ Tad," he said. 
^^The Gull isn't as much of a craft as I used to 
sail, but coming of a seafaring family you ought 
to make a long voyage. It will do you plenty of 
good to learn the ins and outs of running a ship 
week in and week out. And I need you. 'S mat- 
ter of fact this is my last trip. My eyes aren't 
what they used to be " 

Tad stared into the wise, dimmed eyes of the 
old man and he read there the vague trouble of 
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one who is becoming conscions of his years. He 
knew that not only would the voyage under so 
skillful a skipper give him needed experience, but 
that he could really help Captain Eeynolds to 
* * clean up * ' for good. The old, tried seaman could 
not make many more voyages. This one would be 
extremely profitable, if carried to its conclusion. 

He also realized, looking at him, that weakness 
always comes and the days arrive when one likes 
to have some one else's strength to call on, and 
he remembered a little of the history of this cap- 
tain and something of his honorable career of 
forty years. Should he refuse a chance to be of 
aid to himt Tad's heart swelled at thought of 
helping the skipper to accomplish his last voyage. 

**If dad will let me go, I'll go," he answered. 

Captain Eeynolds crinkled up his eyelids. 

** You'll learn a heap about gas engines and 
running a schooner," he said. **In fact, it'll be 
fun — ^f or you." 

Tad's father — Number 1 in the life saving crew 
at Yaquina Bay— listened to his son's plea and 
consented that he make the trip to Dutch Harbor. 

**I want you to work, Tad," he remarked. 
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^^Bemember that taking a ship to sea is not all 
play. And when yon learn what the sea is, be 
carefnl of it. It's nothing to fool with.*' 



Three weeks later when the Oidl made her last 
dive beneath the long gray surges of the North 
Pacific^ Tad Sheldon and Will Moore, the engi- 
neer, gnlped np the water in their throats and 
climbed np on the little life raft they had cast off 
at the final moment Nothing was to be seen of 
Captain Beynolds or of the other members of the 
crew. 

**The skipper stnck to the wheel so we conld 
have a chance,*' thought Tad. 

Captain Beynolds had steered the Gtdl for 
twenty-f onr hours through the heavy sea, know- 
ing that an awkward move or the slightest inat- 
tention would result in her turning turtle. He 
had at last driven her under purposely, thus sav- 
ing the lives of Tad and Moore, whom he called 
on deck and ordered to hang to the raft, which 
was lashed just forward of the mainmast. 

**The old man *' gasped the engineer, 

**Gone,'* Tad said curtly. **Say, Moore, you 
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had better balance yourself better or this raft '11 
turn over, too. It wasn't built for teetering on/* 

From their little elevation they could see noth- 
ing but a constant succession of long, foam- 
mottled rollers that lifted themselves, seethed 
towards them and swept on into the squally, 
misty lee. Tad knew that when the Gidl went 
down they had been within eight hundred miles 
of the Washington Coast. Captain Reynolds had 
explained each day just how he had reckoned his 
day's work and their position on the chart. The 
last figures on the slate stood out plainly before 
his mind's eye. Since that time they had been 
driven south by a north-easterly gale, such as 
often prevails for days at a time off the Aleutian 
Islands. Also he knew that they had lost little 
of the force of the Japanese Current, which runs 
in a strong, steady stream from Kamschatka to 
our Pacific Coast. 

So now he watched the procession of roaring 
waves with a calculating eye. Their slight refuge 
was traveling along, steadily being pushed east- 
ward and towards home. 

Moore, the engineer, began to groan heavily. 
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In the falling light of the winter day Tad conld 
see that his companion's face was getting grayer 
and grayer. He understood that fear was at 
work, the fear that gnaws and eats into a man's 
heart. 

**I know just where we are,'' Tad said cheer- 
fnUy. 

Moore looked at him a moment and shook his 
head. 

**I know where we are,*' he returned. ** Adrift 
on a miserable life raft a thousand miles at sea. 
Nothing to eat and dam little to drink.'* 

** There's water enough in that breaker lashed 
midship to last us a week and the weather's good 
and the tanks imder us don't leak and we're luck- 
ier than the rest, Moore. The old man " 

**The old man he calls down to me when I was 
still keeping the engines turning, *Get up and out 
while I c'n keep her afloat,' " said the engineer 
dully. **He gave me a chance. He knew she'd 
turn turtle the minute he let go the wheel. I guess 
he was all in, Tad, but he stuck to the wheel till 
you and I could get this raft clear of its lashings. 
You and I are saved — ^for awhile." 
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**He always would stick to the wheel. Captain 
Eeynolds wasn^t the other kind,^' Tad replied. 
**And the longer you talk about being saved and 
the less you think about being badly off, the better 
we'U be/' 

The engineer sat up, clinging with the cramped 
fingers of one hand to the gray slats of the raft. 

'*Yes!'^ he cried bitterly. *^0n a raft a thou- 
sand miles at sea! Saved? I wish I had gone 
down with the Gull/' 

Tad curled one leg under him and scanned the 
scene. 

He was worried, not so much on his own account 
— ^he had an inkling of the secret of the sea — ^but 
because he knew that his companion was fast los- 
ing his nerve. And he knew that men who lose 
their nerve slip easily off life rafts and bubble 
downwards into the unf athomed depths. 

It was his simple duty to maintain his own poise 
and prevent Moore from doing this. 

Tad had long trained himself in orientation, 
and now, hour after hour, he recalled the features 
of the chart on which Captain Reynolds had 
marked the GulVs position day by day. Gradually 
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he built up a mental picture of the North Pacific 
— of the Aleutian Islands, of the rugged Alaskan 
Coast, of the currents that stream across that part 
of the world. 

And as he remembered the details of all these 
things he scratched them into the gray, salty 
paint of the pine slats of the swinging raft. 

The weather still held fair, though he could see 
by the run of the swells that a gale was blowing 
to the eastward. They had ceased to run in long 
lines. Instead they bumped themselves up into 
suddenly crested hillocks which rose, boiled a mo- 
ment, and then fell into heaving fields of foam. 
Every now and then the raft was tossed perilously 
on one of these, drenching Tad and the engineer 
with chill brine. 

Yet every hour brought Tad renewed hope. 
Across his mental picture of the North Pacific 
ran a great line — ^the line that marked the Jap- 
anese Current. 

**It is running always East,'* he thought to him- 
self. ^'It makes as much as six knots an hour at 
times and that's a hundred and fifty milee a day. 
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That means we're going home, even if one cant 
see any progress by either stars or sky/' 

As the long dreary hours passed Tad kept on 
thinking abont this. And as he pondered it he 
understood something of the inevitableness of the 
laws of the sea. Winds might blow and gales rage 
across the wastes; and yet the great current 
steadily flowed on, carrying in its vast embrace 
their little raft on and on, with ceaseless and un- 
even motion. 

Four days later Tad wakened the engineer, who 
was drowsing— he had been only half-conscious 
for fifty hours — ^with his shrunken hands dabbling 
in the water. 

**We're nearly home,'' he said. ** To-morrow 
we'll be right in the course of the steamers bound 
into Puget Sound." 

Moore turned his gray, water-wrinkled face 
upward and opened his eyes. 

**Homet" he mumbled. ^^How's that!" 

Tad gazed out across the windswept sea. 

**We're going home," he repeated. **The cur- 
rent is sweeping us inshore. We can't tell that 
we're moving, but we are. We're six hundred 
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miles closer to the Coast than when the Gidl went 
down.*' 

The afternoon snn bnmed in the West as they 
drank their last mouthful of water. The surges 
were running moimtain-high, spitting into spume 
here or sinking into long, low windrows there. 
The scene was one of absolute and complete deso- 
lation. 

Tad felt that he could hold out but little longer. 
He knew that he must keep his mind on but one 
thing: the Japanese Current was still steadily 
bearing them on. Its irresistible force was carry- 
ing their little raft from the West to the East, 
from the northern and icy expanse of the Pacific 
towards home. 

And the longer he meditated on this the more 
profoundly he understood the lesson that the sea 
teaches: patience and hope and faith. Patience 
to endure and hope that all will be well and faith 
in the enormous and divine force that rules this 
world and allows us to know a little of the laws 
under which it works. 

As he lay flat on the raft, peering into the swirl- 
ing depths, on this fourth evening, and saw the 
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dull radiance of the setting sun, he knew that he 
had now found out the secret of the sea. He had 
heard men speak of it — ^his father had muttered 
it at times. It was the secret known only to those 
who, in sailors' phrase, **use the sea.'' 

**What it gives," thought Tad, ^4t takes back. 
It gives strength and life and the power to live; 
and in the end it takes back these gifts. The sea 
is square. Its currents run always the same. Its 
winds blow always according to law. It is just. 
It gave Captain Eeynolds his living for years. 
It made him respected and contented. In the end 
it took him because^ the Gull was unseaworthy, 
and unfitted for this voyage. But the engineer 
and I are here. The sea taught Captain Eeynolds 
to be brave. So he saved our lives and went down 
himself, as a seaman should. Now the sea is tak- 
ing us back home." 

It was just dawn when Tad woke up and stared 
up at the huge side of a steamer which was rolling 
in the trough a hundred feet away. 

**It's the President/' he said to himself. 
** Bound from San Francisco to Seattle. And 
now she's going to pick us up." 
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Moore slowly opened Ms weary eyes. 

**Yes,'^ he said quietly. ** We're all right now. 
But how can they get u&V* 

**Look!'' said Tad. 

On the high fo'c'sle head stood the black figure 
of a man. He held one arm above his head, with 
a coil of rope in it. He was yelling down to them. 

Tad stood up and waved his hand. The man's 
arm swung thrice and then was outflung. The 
coil slowly spun out and past Tad's face swept the 
heaving weight that carried it. The line snapped 
across his shoulder. He grasped it and the raft 
toppled to the sudden pull. 

Saved! Learning the secret of the sea, the boy 
had trusted its winds and currents. 

Hornet For the sea had been **square" with 
Tad. 
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THB PICKLE-SHOP WIBBLESS 

ALL right, Jimmy, see you at one o'clock,*' 
said Bob Staples, turning in at his own 
gate, half way up the front walk he faced 
about **Hi, Jim I'' he shouted, **Stop in and 
tell Jig Skerrett to be sure and have his old tin 
lizard full of gasoline this trip. Get met" 

**Sure thing," called back Jinmiy Stover, with 
a grin and a flash of white teeth: **I'm on." 

Jinmiy had good reason to grin, for it was 
only a week ago that Jig's flivver had left them 
stranded on the Wood road from Whetstone Pond 
at nine o'clock at night — ^five miles from a drop 
of gasoline and raining pitchforks. 

**To hear old Bob rave about the hardships of 
that trip you'd think he'd been ruined for life," 
chuckled Jimmy; **but if we ever went off without 
him, he'd have a conniption fit." 

Jimmy's surmise was correct. It was the joy 
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of Bob Staples^ life to pile the old camp kit into 
Jig^s knockkneed, asthmatic flivver and go rat- 
tling away with Jimmy Stover and Buck Williams 
for a week-end camp on the loneliest pond they 
could find. And to-day they were off again on an 
impromptu fishing trip, hatched up the minute 
they owned enough money to buy the gasoline. 

Bob negotiated the front steps like a rubber 
ball and bounced into the house. 

*^Hello!^' he whooped. ^* Anybody alive in this 
house? I want my dinner, ple-e-ease. Eats! I^m 
goin' fishin^^' 

^*0h, Bob, you can^t go this time,^^ exclaimed 
Mrs. Staples, hurrying downstairs. ** Your father 
just telephoned that Frank Scully was taken seri- 
ously ill this morning, and you will have to take 
his place this afternoon.'^ 

^'Mother !*^ gasped Bob in a stricken whisper. 
'^Motherl'^ 

His heart turned over with a flop, and he felt 
actually sick. What a ghastly thing to happen, 
and at the very minute he was starting off for a 
barrel of sport. Camping — Scully sick— work. 

Click. Just like that his whirling brain ceased 
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spinning and became as dear as a bell. Ho knew 
that he was cut out of all the fun this trip — ^not a 
chance. Instead he was doomed to poke about in 
dirty cellars with a little book and a flashlight 
reading meters for the Electric Light Company. 

He turned away and slowly mounted the stairs, 
leaving his mother ready to cry at the sight of his 
face with its queer twisted smile. 

Bob^s territory lay along the waterfrtjnt. Ordi- 
narily he loved to mouse around the shipyards 
with their pleasant smell of fresh-cut pine and 
oak and tar, the shriek of saws, the noisy clatter 
of calking-hammers, and the screaming sea gulls 
wheeling over head. Even the dirty coal-pockets 
with squat black barges discharging alongside ap- 
pealed to him; the -lumber docks with huge piles 
of clean pine and spruce and hemlock loading into 
great six-masters and square-riggers — all these 
things he delighted in. 

But to-day the charm was dead. Not even the 
sparkling harbor waters or the navy yard beyond 
with its somber fringe of destroyers and battle- 
ships, aroused his interest ; his thoughts were on 
Jig Skerrett's battered old flivver and the merry 
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party scooting up the steep pitch of the Bishop's 
Backbone on the way to Little Ossipee. 

**01d Scully might have picked out some other 
day,'' he complained bittferly to a cobwebby meter 
in a dark cellar; mighty inconsiderate of him, I 
call it." 

At three o'clock he stood in front of a grocery 
store at the comer of Pembroke and Beacon 
Streets looking down the former thoroughfare to 
a wharf where the Erny, a big Austrian steam- 
ship interned for the duration of the Great War, 
was moored in so snugly that her high bows shoul- 
dered up close to a block of brick tenements. 
'* She's been there almost three years," recalled 
Bob, 

He turned into the grocery and asked the usual 
permission to enter the cellar to read the meter, 
only to meet with a surly refusal from the pro- 
prietor. 

^*Ged oudtl" ordered the man, peering sus- 
piciously at Bob through enormously thick 
glasses. '^I don'dt let poys in mein cellar. 
Nein." 
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**But IVe got to read your meter,'' protested 
Bob, surprised. 

The storekeeper shook his head. **Nein,'' he 
repeated stolidly. * * Qed oudt ! ' ' 

'*Look here,*' said Bob heated, **I'm an inspec- 
tor for the Electric Light Company — can't you 
see that on my capf He threw open his coat 
** Here's my badge. And here is my book and 
there's your own name, Fritz Heinig." He chal- 
lenged the man with a look. 

**May pe dot is true; may pe somedings else," 
observed Heinig with irritating calmness. 

**A11 right," cried Bob angrily. *'When I re- 
port this at the office, your current will be shut 
off; you won't have any lights to-night, and per- 
haps they won't ever let you have any more." 

While Bob was speaking a girl entered the store 
from the living apartments at the rear. 

** What's the trouble?" she asked tartly. 

Bob explained his errand and why the regular 
inspector was away, whereupon she drew the man 
Heinig aside and conversed with him in low tones. 
Impatient over the delay Bob was moving towards 
the door when the girl called to him. 
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**It'8 all right,'' she said; "my father says you 
can go down; he didn't understand. This way." 
She led him through the store into a hallway, and 
pointed to a door. * * Down there. ' ' 

Bob descended into a dark hole duttered with 
boxes and barrels, and smelling of vinegar and 
pickled herring. He floundered his way to the 
meter, read the figures on the dial, and was on 
the point of turning away when something un- 
usual caught and held his eye. 

* * Great mackerel I " he ejaculated. ' * What does 
this mean?" 

The roving flood of light from his pocket flash- 
light had picked up a wire connected to the feed 
wire leading to the meter. The connection had 
been roughly made and crudely insulated by turn 
after turn of bicycle-tape wound around the junc- 
tion until it was half as big as an egg. 

**I wonder where in thunder that goes to, and 
why?" pondered Bob, slowly tracing the wire 
across the cellar with his light. *'It's a punk job, 
all right, and — and — it's on the wrong side of the 
meter t They 're stealing current I ' * 

His eyes bulged with the discovery, and his 
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heart went **mto high," Here was an adventure 
not on the program, and for the first time that 
afternoon Bob felt it was worth while being alive, 

**The old hunks," he snorted; **no wonder he 
didn't want me in his old pickle-shop. Wait till 
Dad hears of this." 

Bob knew that, to be of any real value, his dis- 
covery of the wire-tapping must be backed up by 
substantial evidence that current was actually 
being stolen; if the wire was merely **dead" and 
ended nowhere, that settled it— nothing doing. 

He traced the wire to the stairway, thence 
through the floor close to the rear wall of the 
house, and upon gaining the first floor, he saw that 
it ran up the wall and disappeared through the 
plastered ceiling. Bob was in a quandary: if he 
demanded explanations, he wouldn't get them and 
the wire would be ripped out as soon as his back 
was turned ; on the other hand, he had no business 
on the next floor and ran a risk in venturing up 
there. 

'^Here goes," decided Bob on the impulse of the 
moment, and made a bee-line for the stairs. 

He ascended quickly, stepping near the ends of 
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the treads to avoid creaMng, and peered about 
the upper hall. Not a soul in sight; not a sound. 
Bob put on a bold front and walked to the rear 
of the house; he was determined not to be caught 
skulking, at all events, 

'* There it is!'' he gloated. ''Goes through the 
baseboard into that room at the left. I won- 
der. . . /* 

The door of the room in question flew open, and 
Bob found himself most unexpectedly staring into 
the angry eyes of the storekeeper's daughter. His 
gaze shifted tmeasily to the room beyond, and 
what he saw there made Bob Staples jump. It 
was only a momentary glimpse, like a snapshot 
exposure, for the girl slammed the door behind 
her on the instant, but in that brief fraction of 
time Bob filmed a picture that solved the mystery 
of the wire. So that was it I 

''Say, what are you doing up here?" the girl 
blazed out at him. "I believe you're a fake; but 
even if you're not, you belong in the cellar." 

"I was wondering where you were," he said 
confusedly but truthfully too. "Do you use elec- 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE PICKLE-SHOP WIRELESS 79 

trioity in this part of the house, or only in the 
storet^' 

The girl hesitated a moment. ^'Only in the 
store, ^ she said finally; then added impudently, 
^^That^U be about all for you, little boy. Get out 
of here before I call my father.'' 

Bob nodded brightly and started for the stairs. 
*'A11 through, thank you,'* he declared with a 
grin. ^*Qood-by.** 

Within two minutes he was in the alley back of 
Heinig's pickleshop doing the ^^ airplane stare'' 
at the maze of clothes-poles and lines cobwebbed 
against the sky's blue; to the uninitiated they 
were nothing but clothes-lines, but Bob's prac- 
ticed eye picked a four-strand wireless aerial out 
of the tangle at once. 

**6ood night!" he chuckled. **The old cheese- 
and-pickle artist with a wireless plant on tap, and 
stealing current at that. . . . Wow I" 

Bob leaned limply against the fence as a great 
suspicion fashed across his mind and dizzied him. 
Stealing current? Pshaw! That didn't amount 
to shucks. What the dickens were they doing with 
a wireless plant set up anyway? — ^that did amount 
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to a whole lot of shucks. His own aerial had been 
taken down, his set dismantled and packed away 
on the very day the government order to that 
effect had been published broadcast ; and here was 
a plant equipped for receiving and sending. 

**Some plant, believe me,^' muttered Bob; 
** looked sturdy, too; with that outfit he can get 
Key West and Panama dead easy, and send over 
five htmdred miles, if an inch/' 

His face sobered, his eyes narrowed, and his 
brow furrowed deeply as he wrestled with his 
problem, which, instead of being solved so simply, 
was becoming more and more involved. 

**01d Sauerkraut's shop is only a stone's throw 
from that Austrian Steamer Emy — only she's 
been seized by the United States. Nothing doing 
there. But he could cop any message sent from 
the Navy Yard — from his attic he could watch 
warships and freighters start down the harbor, 
and then— if there were German Submarines lurk- 
ing off the coast, he could . . . 

**Say, it was only at breakfast Dad was reading 
about spies telling Berlin of the sailing of our 
American destroyers to England, and how the 
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Government is trying harder than ever to locate 
secret wireless plants. Here's where I do my bit 
for Uncle Sam.'' 

He dove into the first store he came to that was 
adorned with a telephone sign, and in no time was 
closeted within a telephone booth. **I want to 
talk to Lieutenant Hawkslie, Badio Department/' 
he told the Navy Yard Central, and grinned nerv- 
ously into the mouthpiece while the connection 
was being made. There came a click, and then an 
incisive voice spoke into his ear. 

'^This is Lieutenant Hawkslie speaking," it 
said. **What can I do for yout" 

Bob told his story without any frills, and it car- 
ried conviction; that it impressed the naval officer 
was immei'iately evident. 

^^This is important, as you state the facts," he 
said. '*I think I will come over myself. Can you 
meet me at the police station in about an hour?" 

** Certainly," replied Bob promptly. 

**Very good," said the officer crisply. **For 
whom shall I inquire?" 

**Bob Staples, sir. I'll be there." 
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^^That is fine. At six o'clock, Mr. Stales. 
Good-by.*' 

It was five o'clodc when Bob recorded the read- 
ing of the last meter with a sigh of relief. He 
raced back to the oflSce, and from there scudded 
home to dean up and don his beloved khaki once 
more. At ten minutes to six he was standing on 
the steps of the police station, trim and alert, his 
eyes sparkling with the light of adventure. 

* * This is corking ! ' ' he chirped blithely. ' * Won 't 
old Heinig get a jolt when his pickle-shop gets 
pinched. Wow I Wouldn't miss it for a farm. 
Here lie is.'* 

A big touring car driven by a marine in khaki 
drew up at the curb, and before it could stop an- 
other marine jumped out and opened the tonneau 
door. Lieutenant Hawkslie, tall and masterful, 
got down and crossed the sidewalk. Bob came to 
salute, which the officer returned mechanically; 
but to Bob's chagrin Lieutenant Hawkslie entered 
the station without another glance in his direc- 
tion. Bob drooped and trailed in after him in 
time to hear the Lieutenant inquire for "Mr. 
Staples." 
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'^ Excuse me/' said Bob. ^^I'm Bob Staples. 
You're looking for me/' 

The Lieutenant stared at Bob for a second, and 
then a captivating smile started at the comers of 
his mouth and spread over his face: ^^I beg your 
pardon I" he exclaimed heartily. ^^Olad to meet 
you, Mr. Staples. I ought to have known you 
would turn out to be a Scout." He clapped a 
hand on Bob's shoulder and stood gazing down 
into his brown eyes for what seemed an age. 
**Fine, boy," he said at last **It's great to be 
young and full of pep. Now we must get to busi- 
ness." 

He explained tiie situation to the desk sergeant, 
who promptly detailed Patrohnan Dolan to ac- 
company the expedition, and presently Bob was 
seated beside the marine on the front seat direct- 
ing him where to go. 

Bob never will forget the scene in Heinig's 
Pickle-Shop. The store was full of customers, 
who scuttled out with the swift furtiveness of 
law-abiding citizens caught in a police raid, and 
trade ceased abruptly. Heinig stood with bulging 
eyes and mouth agape beside his daughter. The 
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girl was paper-white, terror-stricken. One ma- 
rine promptly took station at the rear door of the 
shop, the other at the front entrance. Lieutenant 
Hawkslie, Dolan and Bob confronted the two 
Heinigs. It was like a scene from the movies. 

"Oh, what is itf gasped the girl. "What have 
we donef 

"It remains to be seen just how much trouble 
you have let yourselves in for,'^ returned the 
lieutenant. "I am an oflScer of the United States 
Navy, and this is Officer Dolan, of your local po- 
lice. We are armed with the proper authority, 
and will not tolerate any interference with the 
investigation in hand. Your offense is against 
the Government, always serious, doubly so in war 
time.*' 

He turned to Bob. "Now, Mr. Staples, please 
lead the way,** he said brusquely. "Miss Heinig, 
I want you and your father to accompany us.** 

The party filed into the hall and up the stairs. 
The girl began to cry, and clung to her father, 
who followed along in dull bewilderment. Officer 
Dolan brought up the rear, swinging his night- 
stick ostentatiously. 
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**Thi8 is the room,'* indicated Bob; *4t^s in 
there/' 

**Very good/' said Hawkslie, turning to the 
girl. ** Will you open the doorf 

He shot a keen glance at her tear-stained f ace, 
and then narrowly scrutinized Heinig; but aside 
from a natural alarm under the circumstances, the 
man betrayed no unusual excitement. The ^1 
laid her hand on the doorknob. 

'*One moment, please/' requested Hawkslie. 
** What use do you make of this roomf 

The girl stared at him hopefully. **We don't 
use it at all," she told him between sobs. **But 
if we got a roomer, he would sleep in here." 

Bob drew a quick breath of relief as the door 
swung open — ^the wireless was still there ! He had 
a hunch that he had given the game away some- 
how, and that the Heinigs had ripped out the ap- 
paratus after he had gone. But there it was. 

The lieutenant strode into the room, and his 
face grew grave. 

**What am I to understand from this?" he de- 
manded sternly, pointing to the offending ap- 
paratus. * * I find here a completely equipped wire- 
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less staiioiiy despite the fact that the Oovemment 
has ordered all such plants to be dismantled. 
The United States is at war — ^as you must know — 
and you are Germans, with a wireless station for 
sending and receiving. What explanation can you 
offer?'' 

Bob's eyes were riveted on the girl while the 
lieutenant was speaking, and to his amazement a 
snule now played about her lips. 

'*0h fhatl^' she cried impudently. **The wire- 
less? — ^is that all? Papa, look I" She turned to 
her father and in rushing German whispered to 
him till a smile grew on the man's round face, too, 
and the eyes twinkled behind their thick lenses. 
** So it is all right, papa," she concluded aloud, 
throwing her arms around his neck and kissing 
him. 

**But it is decidedly all wrong, young lady," 
protested the lieutenant impatiently. ''You have 
violated Government regulations in time of war. 
Secret wireless plants are a decided menace — 
your plant has never been registered even. Can't 
you tmderstand that you are under grave sos- 
pidon of • • ." 
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**0h, sir, let me tell you, please, '* the girl inter- 
rupted eagerly, **We are no spies — ^neverl My 
father ran away from Germany long ago because 
he hated kings. Yes. And the wireless belongs to 
my brother; it has never been touched since two 
years already, when he enlisted in the navy. But 
yes. It is true — ^a wireless operator in the navy, 
my brother Jacob is, on the Battleship Virginia. 
Look— his picture is here.*' 

She ran across to the bureau and picked up a 
photograph of a young man in naval uniform. 
'*See — ^this is our Jacob.'' 

Poor Bob went red to the very roots of his hair, 
and he devoutly hoped that the floors would open 
and let him into Heinig's filthy cellar hole. **I'm 
abigboob,'' he groaned. ** What a chump I Lieu- 
tenant Hawkslie will never speak to me again, or 
if he does — ^ughl Good nightr' 

**Well now, that's splendid," exclaimed Hawk- 
slie, crossing to the girl's side and examining the 
picture. * ' I 'm glad of this — ^nice looking boy, too. 
But granting that all this is true — and I shall take 
the trouble to verify it— why have you not dis- 
mantled the sett" 
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**We never heard of it,*' declared the girl 
** Nobody ever said it to ns, did they, papa!*' 

^^Nein/' said Heinig; **I would have ge- 
smashed it mit an ax, should der Bresident tell 



^ me.'* 



**Not much treason there,'' admitted the Lieu- 
tenant. '^But this set must be dismantled at 
once — ^the aerial must come down too. Will you 
attend to it immediately, Miss Heinigt" 

The girl looked distressed. **I don't know how 
-—my father neither. What can we do!" 

Bob straightened up from the Audion lamp he 
was examining. **I'll do it for them, Lieutenant 
Hawkslie, ' ' he volunteered. * * I got them into this 
mess, and it's up to me to help them out." 

Lieutenant Hawkslie gazed at Bob specula- 
tively. 

**You're a good sport," he declared, and again 
he dropped his hand on Bob's shoulder, **but 
don't feel that you've got to do this to square 
yourself with the Heinigs — ^not by a long shot. 
Don't worry about the Heinigs. This wireless 
set is an outlaw — and how was anybody to know 
its purpose, whether good or bad! Vm not so 
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sure even now. These war times — ^with spies 
everywhere — and we can^t be too carefuL Carry 
on, Mr. Bob Staples/^ He gestured towards the 
wireless plant, and Bob wonderingly slid into the 
chair before the instrument. 

Then Hawkslie, bending low, half whispered, 
**If I thought they were using it I^d let 'em keep 
it up and watch 'em like a cat. . • . This wireless 
outfit doesn't amount to anything," he replied to 
Bob's look of inquiry, **what I want is to land 
the chap that works it, and the code with him. 
Don't you see! Once we get hold of code, cipher 
and the ^ blind,' which is a system of variations 
used to conceal a cipher or key — once we get them 
in our possession we can read all enemy messages. 
Then we beat him at his own game — ^without them 
he beats us." 

**I get you," breathed Bob, his eyes widening 
as the importance of the thing dawned on him. 
*^Say, this spy business is some proposition — ^I 
thought all along that the wireless plant meant 
the whole shooting match." 

The lieutenant re-crossed the room to the Hein- 
igs and oflScer Dolan, while Bob, cis pleased as 
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Punch, threw in the switches and sat down to the 
key. There was a dick and the rotary gap spat 
flame with a roar. The sun had set and the tail 
tenement across the narrow alley blocked the light 
from the single window and slightly darkened the 
little chamber. The crackling flashes leaping 
from the spinning transmitter lighted the room 
weirdly. 

Suddenly the door opened swiftly and without 
noise, coming to a standstill at just the point where 
it completely hid the little group from the per- 
son entering. Bob alone was in plain view from 
the open door. There was something sinister 
and menacing about it. Hawkslie touched Dolan 
warmngly, then slid his hand to his hip, and quick 
as light flung the door wide open. There in the 
doorway a figure crouched for a spring. The 
right hand clutched a heavy revolver by the bar- 
rel, and the eyes shot venom at the boy on the 
wireless bench. 

**Heinrich! Rtml" shrieked the girl. 

Too late. Dolau's night-stick swung in a short 
chopping arc and landed on the uplifting fore- 
arm with the noise of a breaking stick. The 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE PICKLE-SHOP WIEELESS 91 

weapon clattered from the useless fingers to the 
bare floor. Hawkslie launched himself at the 
newcomer, and together they went to the floor with 
a crash. 

Bob sprang up in alarm. 

*^What is it?*' he shouted in fright at the sud- 
den commotion. Turning from the blazing trans- 
mitter a great orange ball of fire swam before his 
eyes, and he could see nothing. 

**What is it f he cried again, and then, his vi- 
sion clearing, he saw Dolan tussling with the girl, 
who was striving to snatch something from the 
fioor, and Lieutenant Hawkslie seated astride the 
body of a man whose throat he gripped with both 
hands. 

** You won^t eat any old code, if you Ve got one,'^ 
promised the lieutenant, grimly. 

Already the man's face was turning blue and 
his eyes bulged. Bob hung on the scene with 
fascinated gaze, taking in both struggling groups, 
and only slowly comprehending the significance 
of what he saw. He came to with a jump as his 
gaze lighted on a small white object lying on the 
floor. It was this toward which the girl in Do- 
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lan's grasp was frantically reaching. Bob in- 
stantly realized that the white object and the lieu- 
tenant's reference to his captive's eating the code 
had something to do with each other. 

Like a flash he was past Dolan and the girl and 
had picked up the compactly rolled wad of tissue 
paper. Without waiting to investigate his find 
and acting on impulse he sprang to the lieuten- 
ant's side and grabbed his arm. 

**I've got it, Lieutenant," he cried excitedly, 
** here's the code!" 

Without loosing his grip for a moment. Lieu- 
tenant Hawsklie looked cautiously over his shoul- 
der into the outstretched shaking palm of the 
overwrought boy, and what he saw there caused 
him to command Dolan to summon one of the mar 
rines from down stairs. 

**Hold this fellow. Brown," ordered the lieu- 
tenant, and transferring the almost helpless man 
to the strong hands of the marine, Hawkslie took 
possession of the wad of paper. At the same mo- 
ment the girl gave a hysterical scream and col- 
lapsed in Dolan's arms, and the big patrolman 
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with a noisy sigh of relief transferred her to a 
chair. 

*^Who is that man!'* demanded Hawkslie, 
whisking about to face Heinig, who had stood as 
though paralyzed through the brief scene. 

**From der ship — der ship Erny/' said the 
shaking German^ pointing to the waterfront. 

** Ah!'* cried the lieutenant with glistening eyes. 
**A deserter from an interned ship I Officer Do- 
lan, take the Heinigs downstairs and send up my 
other man, if you please.'' 

The captured spy was hauled to his feet and 
made to stand at one side of the room as, with the 
utmost caution, the crumpled tissue paper was re- 
stored to something near its original condition. 
There were several sheets of extremely thin and 
remarkably tough tissue closely covered with 
microscopically small words and numbers. At 
the mere sight of them Lieutenant Hawkslie's de- 
light was unbounded, for he knew that within his 
grasp he held what would unlock the secrets of the 
air and bring confusion to the enemies of his coun- 
try. 

*'Boy," he said solemnly, '^this is the thing we 
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have sought — ^it is worth untold thousands of 
American lives and many ships and much trear 
sure.^' He rested both hands on the boy^s shoul- 
ders and smiled down into the honest brown eyes. 
**Mr. Bob Staples/^ he said in the pleasantest tone 
a boy ever heard, **you are one fine young Amer- 
ican. What are you going to fly at nextt^' 

**Well,^^ said Bob in all seriousness, **now that 
weVe got this code business all fixed up, I^d like 
to try my hand at a little first aid on that spy's 
broken arm." 
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There is a famous siory of a gunner who 
carelessly let a cannon break loose on a ship ai 
sea. Afterward, with great skill and courage, 
he secured the gun, saving the ship and his 
comrades' lives at the risk of his own life. His 
General said: 

*^ Courage ought to he rewarded and negli- 
gence punished.'' 

He conferred the cross of 8t. Louis on the 
man and then ordered him to he shot. 

This is the story of three scouts who dis- 
obeyed, and what came of it. 

J'mjr'EMBEE that old house of Warfield^s 
r^/l across the bay in the black pine 
-*^ -*■ grove!*' asked Tenderfoot ''Spots/' 
''Sure/' replied Second-class Bill, gruffly; 
"we've poked all through it many a time." 

First-class Ed, with the added dignities of ser- 
vice stripes, merit badges and patrol leader's 
bars, did not join in. The three crawled into their 
tent and began to undress, talking in undertones, 
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for the camp patrol was abroad. Spots' whisper 
was awe-struck. 

**When I paddled over there the night Stuffy 
was lost, 1 saw — Vve been kind of afraid to tell 
about it — ^but — ^there was a red light flashed up 
all of a sudden, and sometMng that looked like 
a man, real black in the window — ^the one you can 
see from the bay, you know. An' then the light 
disappeared. An' — an' we know there's nobody 
in there I" 

**Aw, forget that," sneered Ed, **you saw a 
red sunset or a hobo's camp fire, and got scared." 

** Didn't get scared!" retorted Spots indignant- 
ly. **No more scared than you or Bill 'd been!" 
This was a sweeping claim, for the other two were 
scouts of proven courage, and Spots had his spurs 
yet to win. 

**Dare you right now to go over there!" 

**Keep cool, tenderfoot," broke in Bill ^^Ed, 
let's do it to-morrow night, all go together. Want 
to go, Spots!" 

The freckled-faced boy, who answered gladly 
to this name, wavered. **You fellows didn't see 
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what I saw,'* he answered slowly. Then in a 
moment, his mouth hardened, * * I *11 go, ' * he said. 

ReveUlel Followed by a -ehorus of sleepy 
grunts and groans, and the usual cries — ^^ Rotten t 
Get a bugler!*' and such. After setting-up drill, 
the long, towel-draped line straggles down to the 
beach, with water funks sneaking out and being 
nabbed by the watchful Scoutmasters ; the breath- 
less plunge into the water, racing on the hard wet 
sand, rub-down, sketchy toilettes, mess-call, break- 
fast — and the day in camp is begun. 

Spots was assigned, with Dirty Duffy and 
Hunks Humphreys, to go for the mail. This 
share, at least, of the camp work was sought after. 
It brought an hour's canoe trip and shore leave 
in the summer colony nearby, with possibilities 
of cakes, pickles and ice-cream sodas, if the pocket 
money held out This privilege was given in turn 
to those who had failed to fall from grace during 
thre6 days, more enduring virtue not being in the 
nature of boy. 

**I give you pass, and you go — ^now," said the 
Director, in his even voice, **and you come back 
by eleven, sure-lee, because we will all be wanting 
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our home letters/' and he pushed their canoe off 
with his foot, and stood watching them beneath 
his hand — ^this son of the savage Sioux, with his 
grave and polished manner, his correct English 
speech, a wise and kindly philosopher. 

^^Mail! Mail!'' yelled Two-Bits from the pier 
where he could see the flashing paddles of the re- 
turning canoe. **Mail!" shouted Canute Nilson, 
the Great Dane, from the headquarters porch. 
The whole camp swarmed to the beach. 

Spots was overboard before the canoe touched, 
at imminent risk of danger to all on board, splash- 
ing through the shallows to be the first to teU. 

**Gee, Chief, there was a big robbery over at 
Royal Oak ! " he said breathlessly. * * We heard all 
about it an' went to see the place!" 

The approach of the mail bearers was usually 
the beginning of wild commotion, with all manner 
of schemes to wheedle letters and packages from 
them before the appointed time of distribution, 
and sudden bosom friendships, based on a rumor 
that Crazy Horse would receive candy or a cake 
from home; but to-day these are forgotten. 'The 
Director, with an experienced hand, impounded 
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all the mail, and said: **We will hear what you 
nay, and then we will have the mail. Be brief; 
an Indian is brief and exact with his news.'' 

Spots ran on eageriy. 

**Mr. Harrison's house was broken into— that 
big house on the point, you know, and they got 
all his silver, an' tried to shoot Tom Harrison, 
'cause he heard 'em and went down stairs with 
his gun an' he thinks he hit one " 

**That's right," chimed in Hunks, **we saw 
the bloody footprints on the porch, an' the place 
where they sawed through the shutter. They got 
away, an' nobody knows who did it!" 

**Chief," Ed blurted out, **let's get up a poss— 
a what-d'ye-call-it, an' hunt them down I" 

The Director smiled. ^'I know it would be 
fun," he replied, **but we are not here for that 
We have a busy day." 

Before it was quite dark, the stirring notes of 
^'Assembly" rang through the camp, and caused 
a scurry of preparation. All day long, each after 
his own fashion, the three had been in a turmoil 
of excitement over the adventure planned for the 
night, though outwardly bearing an unconcerned 
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demeanor worthy of the Director himself. Bill 
was the only one who had made plans ; he was the 
designer of enterprises, recognized by the other 
conspirators as such. 

**We'll take our flashlights and some rope, and 
wear sneakers,^' he ordered, **an* Spotsy, you get 
the paddles from the office and hide 'em good 
down by the wharf, an' we'll take the little canoe." 

Two-bits, going from tent to tent, stuck his head 
through the flap, and called **A11 come to coun- 
cQI" 

**A11 right 1*' yelled Spots, and fired a shoe at 
the head, which disappeared just in time. The 
three wrapped themselves in their blankets, and 
strolled to campfire. **We can roll these up, an' 
hide 'em in the woodpile when we go," whispered 
Bill 

Tremors crawled along Spots' backbone. He 
looked at the fire, which seemed to form a magic 
globe of light, enclosing all safety, comfort and 
good-fellowship ; at the circle of blanketed forms 
around it; and at the formidable upstanding fig- 
ure of the Director in his Sioux war bonnet. Then 
he glanced at the sky, where a heavy cloud bank 
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was lowering from off the bay, blotting out the 
stars. He wondered if Ed and Bill felt what he 
felt, but he said nothing. The boys lay down at 
the outer edge of the big circle. 

Campfire was great that night. There were 
thrilling detective stories, wrestling, Irish jokes, 
songs that quieted them. At the end, the Direc- 
tor said: 

**That is all. We had a grand day; now to 
sleep. The guard will wake these,*' pointing to 
some small figures who had already succumbed, 
**not kicking them, but gently. Then in ten min- 
utes *Taps.' Good-night.'' 

Ed, Bill and Spots melted into the darkness. 
They met at the woodpile and stowed their blan- 
kets there. They could see the lanterns of the 
guard bobbing about at the upper end of the camp 
street. It was the duty of the guard, beside re- 
pelling pigs and horses and watching for sleep- 
walkers, to make hourly rounds (as long as they 
stayed awake), and account for the boats. 

**We*ll lay low here till they pass," said Ed. 
Soon the patrol passed quite close. ^ ^ Go count the 
boats, will you, Kackf said Crazy Horse, the 
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corporal, to his curly-haired aide. Kack returned 
promptly. **Six rowboats, three canoes, and the 
Sea Scout anchor light burning, all 0. K.,'* he re- 
ported. 

** All right,** said Crazy Horse, **guess we wonH 
have to look at *em any more to-night.** 

** Chief *s orders — look at *em every round,** re- 
torted the conscientious Kack, and they went off 
arguing. 

^^Nowl'^ hissed Ed, and they slipped down to 
the beach. Swiftly and silently they slid the canoe 
into the water; then they were gliding across the 
black still surface, noiselessly as a shadow. Be- 
hind them the campfire cast a faint red glow upon 
the trees. 

Folly Quarter, the haunted house, was on White 
Sister island, which was uninhabited, and faced 
with a broad white beach toward the sea. It was 
an exposed and weatherbeaten shore, where ships 
had been wrecked. The house had been begun in 
the grand manner by one of the last men of an 
old colonial family fifty years before to receive 
his bride. The marriage was never made, and 
the house was never finished. The first floor had 
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been roofed over, but the walls ended in jagged 
outlines of brick and stone. Piles of weathered 
lumber, and great cubes of granite littered the 
grounds, with weeds and mold crawling over 
them, and haunted by sleek snakes. The dismal 
ruin and its materials blackened and rotted to- 
gether. A melancholy avenue of gloomy firs led 
tx) the door. 

**We're right now; I see the house. We better 
go quiet,'' said Bill, as he swung the canoe to- 
ward the strip of white beach. 

**Aw, what d' you want to be quiet forf blus- 
tered Ed. And then, after thinking an instant, 
** You— you don't think there's anybody here, do 
—do you, BiUt" 

** Don't know," returned matter-of-fact Bill 
shortly. **We're here to see." 

They landed and dragged the canoe up into 
the sand. 

** Let's go around to the back," whispered Ed. 
**I know we can get in that way." They moved 
quietly and without talking, though they scarcely 
knew why. They stole up the steps, Ed, Bill and 
trembling Spots. 
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"Easy, now,*' said Bill, with his lips to Ed's 
ear, *Hhat latch '11 make a racket." 

**It didn't," answered Ed softly, and thrust 
his fingers under Bill's nose. Bill sniffed a strong 
reek of fresh coal oil. 

"Holy Cats !" he burst out, but he kept his voice 
low. "Somebody's been here. Don't let on to 
Spots. Noughts!" 

They were inside now, feeling their way along 
the wall, step by step in the blackness. Spots 
spoke in a strange voice. 

"Bill, it don't smell right in here. 'Member 
how musty it was before t An' how thick the dust 
wast Feel on the floor!" 

Bill stooped and rubbed his hand over the 
boards. The dust of years, which had covered the 
floor like a carpet, was gone. 

"Draft blew it off, I guess," whispered Bill 
boldly, but in his own mind he was not sure. 

"It does smell funny, though, like What's 

the matter, Edt" 

Ed had emitted a queer stifled gi>ait, and in- 
stantly fell heavily to the floor. 
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**I tripped over something,*' he muttered. **It's 
alivel^' 

Bill dropped beside Ed, and feeling blindlj 
aronnd, pnt his hand on a great warm hairy body, 
shaken with great throbs. He jumped. **Gee, 
what is itf he staumiered. **Got to have a 
Ughtl'* 

Spots flashed a bright circle on the floor. An 
enormous ugly white bulldog lay sprawling at 
their feet, in an unnatural posture Uiat was 
neither of life nor death. It was gasping for 
breath. Cold thrills shot through the boys as 
they stared. 

**He — ^he ain't dead!'' said Bill stupidly. 

**He ain't asleep," returned Ed, in an awed 
voice, ** 'cause I fell on him hard enough to wake 
a mule. . . . What 're we going to do! My head 
aches I" 

**Keep on — see it through," said Bill grimly. 
"If we can get out of this room, there's a long 
hall that runs right through to the front door an' 
then " 

The cirde of light around the dog wavered a 
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little and then went ont; they heard Spots' flash- 
light fall on the floor. 

^'Where's Spots?*' broke in Ed's frightened 
voice. Bill flashed his light. The tenderfoot had 
sunk down and lay helpless, his head rolling from 
side to side, fighting for breath. Both boys no- 
ticed his freckles stood ont on his white face. 

*^Qnick! Quickl*' hissed Ed. "It's the air 
here— something wrong — ^my head's spinning." 

Bill wasted no words. He nnhooked the coil of 
rope from his belt, knotted a bowline around 
Spots' heaving chest, and passed the end of t^e 
rope to Ed, who was in front. 

**Down — ^it's not so bad near the floor^ and 
crawl out," he said. 

So they did, dragging Spots behind them; and 
when they had got into the passage Bill closed 
the door of the frightful room and threw himself 
on the floor, sucking in the cool fresh air of the 
hall in great gulps. 

"That was pretty bad! Thought I couldn't 
hold out. . . . All right now — ^let's 'tend to Spots 
an' get out," he said. 

Spots had recovered consciousness. They 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GHOST HUNTERS 107 

splashed water from the canteen on his face and 
chest; they helped him to breathe by pressing on 
the small of his back; and after a few minntes' 
rest, he declared himself quite ready to return to 
camp. They tip-toed down the long hall toward 
the front door, the boards cracking beneath their 
steps. Ed was fumbling around the knob. 

"It ain't locked,^' said Bill. "I looked the other 
day— the bolts and hinges all rusted off long 
ago.** 

"It might faU down,'* returned Ed. "Ain*t 
there another way out! I*m goin* to try here.** 

He turned aside into a large room, planned for 
the grand parlor of the house, and the others fol- 
lowed. 

"Try the windows,** whispered BilL 

''S-s-sshI What*s that!** hissed Ed sharply. 
There seemed to rise from beneath their feet a 
soft muffled beating, and through the open cracks 
between the great stones of the hearth a dim, wav- 
ering red radiance shot up into the room. There 
was the same tainted air as in the place where 
Spots had been overcome. 

They threw themselves flat on the dusty boards 
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and scarcely breathed for what seemed an endless 
time. Then Ed, who was near the hearth, slowly 
dragged himself a few feet forward, looked down 
through the cracks, and came sliding back, pnlling 
the others toward the halL In a moment they were 
outside the room. 

**What'd you seef demanded Spots and Bill 
eagerly. 

**Two men — down the cellar!'* Ed was wildly 
excited. **Got a little forge an' a fire — smelting 
and beating up silver — ^they're '' 

** — ^Harrison's burglars I" Bill broke in. . . . 
"We'll never get through that room now— they'll 
sure hear us," he continued. "We'll have to try 
the door again. Come on." 

The heavy oak door had swelled and was wedged 
in its frame. Its bolts and hinges were gone, as 
Bill had noticed it. It was just possible that they 
could force it open wide enough to slip through, 
and yet keep it from falling. They set to work 
quickly and quietly. 

" 'Most enough I" gasped Ed, out of breath, 
pushing away at the gap, which was just too nar- 
row. * * All together now I * ' 
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The three threw themselves as one against the 
door, ajid—CrashI The rotten sill gave way, 
and the massive door thundered down with a 
noise like an explosion, which reverberated down 
the long halL 

They stood breathless and frightened for a mo- 
ment and then began to think quickly. As yet, all 
was quiet. 

**They know we*re here. Let^s run for the 
canoe !^' cried Ed desperately. 

**Never make it. They'd get out and catch us,*' 
returned the level-headed BilL Spots danced witil; 
thrills and fright Suddenly Bill almost yelled : 

**IVe got it! The cellar door! Only way out 
for them, an' we can lock 'em in! Spots, you go 
to camp for help, quick!* ^ And Ed and Bill 
dashed around the house, while the tenderfoot ran 
for the canoe. 

One side of the heavy cellar door was open. 
As they rushed around the comer at top speed 
they heard heavy steps beating along the cellar 
floor. Ed seized the open door, raised it, and 
slammed it down, throwing himself upon it with 
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all his hundred and thirty ponnds of bone and 
muscle. 

There was a muffled curse from the cellar, and 
in a moment Ed, lying prone across the door, felt 
himself lifted bodily from below. 

'* Quick, Bill, the lockP* he cried. BiU was 
flashing his light frantically around, and at last 
found the lock. Throwing himself down beside 
Ed, their combined weight crushed down the 
strong and desperate men below — just low enough 
for Bill to snap the fastening. 

The boys thought they had a breathing spell. 

** That '11 hold 'em,** said Bill anxiously, fling- 
ing the sweat from his face. ^^Wish Spots would 
hurry I*' 

Ed walked a little way toward the place where 
they had left the canoe and stood straining his 
eyes and ears. The prisoners had thrown off all 
pretense of concealment. They were cursing and 
yelling, throwing themselves against the door and 
battering it with their fists, but suddenly they 
were quiet. 

'*Here quick, Ed I** called Bill, who was listen- 
ing at the door. ** They've gone away. They're 
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up to something sore. I guess they're looking for 
another way ouf 

The boys listened for some minntes. This was 
worse than the racket and cursing, for now they 
did not know what would happen, and were in ter- 
ror for fear the burglars would find a way of 
escape. While Bill stood guard over the door, 
Ed ran again down toward the shore. There was 
no sign or sound of Spots. He ran back. '^Don't 
hear a thing, and can't see,'' he said nervously. 
**Gee, but I wish Spots would come back!" 

' * Here quick, Ed I They 're coming ! ' ' exclaimed 
BilL Ed bent over the door. The heavy hurry- 
ing steps came closer. They could even hear a 
hoarse whisper, **Let 'er go!" and instantly the 
door shivered under a powerful stroke. 

"They've got an ax!" cried Bill. The boys 
stood staring at each other in wide-eyed terror. 

Spots had run his heart out by the time he got 
to the beach, and was barely able to launch the 
canoe, but he got started in some fashion, and as 
he got his second wind paddled away with all his 
might 

His heart was heavy— his errand hopeless. He 
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listened, fearing that any moment he would hear 
his comrades cry for help, bnt all aronnd him was 
only blackness and silence. Still paddling des- 
perately, he ronnded the point What he saw 
made him put his whole strength into one cry. 
Strung out before him were all the camp boats 
and canoes, tearing through the water, filled with 
scouts and officers, lanterns dancing, and oars 
creaking as the scouts bent to them with all their 
strength. 

'^HelpI HelpI'' yelled Spots again and again, 
and collapsed just as the Director's canoe shot 
alongside. Willing hands pulled him in and as he 
lay in the bottom, the Director, never pausing in 
his easy and powerful stroke, questioned him and 
got the whole story. ** — ^an' they can't hold out 
much longer,'' Spots finished. 

<<The guard missed Hie canoe, and at once we 
all started out," was the Director's only com- 
ment. 

Before his canoe touched, he leaped out. Scout* 
masters and boys swarming after him. With an 
old campaigner's foresight, he had brought the 
two camp cooks, ex-United States cavalry, two- 
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fistedy rough and ready Irishmen, and between 
Mahoney and Hogan he sprinted for the house, all 
the others trailing behind. 

Flashing their lights before them, these three 
dashed around the house. They found one small 
khaki-clad figure tugging manfully at a heavy 
beam, dragging it toward the cellar door. Ed, 
with the strength of desperation, tears streaking 
his dirty face, was stretched across the door hold- 
ing on, and shaking with the blows that crashed 
on it from below. The imprisoned burglars had 
broken their ax in their mad assaults, and were 
battering away, using a heavy scanting as a ram. 
Just as the rescuers arrived, with a splintering 
crash the end of the ram shot through the door 
within a few inches of Ed's head. 

The Director sprang forward and tore him bod- 
ily from his dangerous post. Hardly had he done 
this when the door flew from its fastenings and the 
head and shoulders of a man appeared. A huge 
and frowzy head it was. The face was covered 
with soot, dust and blood. The man stared about 
him with angry eyes, but seemed taken aback at 
the men with lanterns. 



Digitized by 



Google 



114 BOY SCOUTS COUBAGEOUS 

**We are three men — ^not boys,'' said the Direo* 
tor quietly, "and I think you had better '' 

**WhatI'' roared the burglar; and he rashed for 
the Director, brandishing the broken ax helve over 
his head. Mahoney stepped qnickly out of the 
shadow, and planted his big hairy fist behind the 
imffian's jaw. It became a camp tradition that this 
classic blow lifted him six inches off the gronnd. 
Certain it is that he dropped in a heap, and Ma- 
honey promptly sat on him, remarking calmly, 
"An' thot's all right.'' 

"You blow me * Assembly,' " said the unruffled 
Director to Crazy Horse, "and we go back to camp 
and to bed at once. ' ' 

"Bulr-but— Chief!" stuttered Ed excitedly, 
"there's another man in there — ^there were two!" 

**Dinnis, ye go git 'em," said Mahoney from 
his seat on his prostrate captive, to Hogan, before 
any one else could speak. Hogan, perfectly will- 
ing, stepped forward. "Git him I will. Chief, if 
yez give th' wur-rd, though he's as big as Terence 
here, an' twict as ugly." 

* * No, you wait, ' ' said the Director. And before 
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any one could stop him, he walked steadily down 
the cellar steps. 

^^He'Uheshotl He 'U he killed P' shrieked Ed, 
hopping wildly abont **Mahoney, Hogan, stop 
himi Go withhimi'* 

Their army training had left its mark on both 
the Irishmen. 

**He said shtay here,'* replied Hogan. **He 
kin take care of ^imself, eh, Terencef And Ma- 
honey nodded his red head. 

There was a long and silent wait. No one knew 
what to do; the boys were afraid to go into the 
cellar. They listened at the door. There was not 
a sound. At last the Director reappeared, drag- 
ging behind him a half conscious form— the other 
burglar. 

** Charcoal gas,** he said briefly. **They had a 
pipe from a forge to a room at the back, but they 
broke it, and the cellar is full of gas. This man 
is overcome. Their watch dog is dead.** 

The Director was moved to make a speech. He 
seldom did this, but the speech was, as always, 
diort and unforgettable. He placed the three in 
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front of him; and all the others were grouped 
aronnd He said: 

**We have come well out of this business. I 

commend *' (this was the sword-stroke on the 

shoulder of the new-made knight) "I commend the 
scout who, through faithfuhiess to his duty, dis- 
covered that the canoe was gone. I am obliged 
to Mr. Mahoney and Mr. Hogan. A mem does not 
need to be commended. These three here have 
shown bravery — ^American grit. I commend them. 
(With these words Spots joined the honorable 
company of scouts of unquestioned courage.) 
These same three left camp at night without per- 
mission. For three days they will not leave camp 
nor swim, and for those three days they will sup- 
ply all our wood and water, and do kitchen work. 
. . . Now, back to camp.'* 

Perhaps the Director had read Victor Hugo's 
•^Ninety Three.'* Who knowsf 
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SAVED BY THE BOLLING HTTOH 

A THIN spindrift of salt spray, whipi>ed 
from the tops of the waves by the force 
of the northeast gale, stm(i Jetty in the 
face with a vicious spurt as the lad put his head 
out of the hatch which led to the narrow sleeping 
quarters of the crew of the ^^good ship Constitu- 
tion/' The **good ship'* was merely a phrase, 
for of all the leaky tubs that risked foundering 
in each Atlantic gale, the Constitution was among 
the worst. The boy stopped, shivering, on the top 
rung of the hatchway ladder a moment to make 
sure that he had securely fastened the collar of his 
oilskins when a rumbled threat from below sent 
him out of the shelter in a hurry. 

^^Full an' by," said the helmsman, as he gave 
the wheel into the boy's hands, meaning by the 
phrase that the vessel was sailing close hauled, 
with her yards braced at their sharpest angle, or 
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<<foy'' the wind; and that while he must steer as 
close to the eye of the wind as possible, the sails 
were to be kept ^^fnlL'' In a gale such as was 
blowings to let the sails come aback might send 
the **good ship Constitution' ' to the bottom. 

**Full and by/' Jetty repeated. 

**Ye'd better freeze on to her good an' solid,'' 
the helmsman warned him, ^' she's Mckin' more'n 
a Uttle." 

The boy nodded. He put up the helm a spoke 
or two in order to get his bearings and to get the 
"feel" of the wheel before bringing the bow of 
the ship near enough to the eye of the wind for 
the required lifting of the weather edge of the 
upper topsaiL 

He knew, as well as any one on board, the value 
of keeping the ship as near as possible to the di- 
rection from which the wind was blowing, since 
it was a head wind. He knew, also, that unless 
he was careful in lu£5ng her up or in bringing her 
too close to the wind, the sails might come aback 
and ship and crew would go down to "Davy Jones' 
locker." 

The first mate, who had been pacing up tnd 
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down the poop, waited a couple of minutes, ever 
and again watching the sails, and then coming aft, 
stooped and peered into the binnacle. 

**Keep her close, *' he bellowed through the roar- 
ing of the gale; **what d^e think we're doin', 
sailin' back to the Ambrose Channel lights?'' 

A dull ^^boom" up aloft sounded menacingly, as 
the main topsail lifted its weather edge and filled 
again. The mate looked sharply at the boy, but 
already he had put the wheel up. There was a 
heavy chop to the sea, for the wind had shifted 
during the early part of the night and the wheel 
was as hard to hold as a slipping anchor chain. 
The bark was running under reefed fore and 
main upper topsails, lower topsails and foretop- 
mast staysail only. The wind was blowing in sav- 
age gusts and though Jetty had been but a short 
time at the wheel, the salt from the spray was be- 
ginning to crust on his face. His mitts were wet 
through and his hands began to grow numb. 

Once, during the early part of his watch at the 
wheel, it got away from him. Blindly the boy 
grabbed at the whirling spokes, and though the 
jar nearly wrenched his shoulder out of joint, he 
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caught and held fast. The mate, quick as a wink, 
was with him and the helm was put hard up in 
a few seconds. 

Jetty watched in deadly fear. The ship luffed 
sharply into the wind and the whole weather side 
of the main upper topsail began to shake. Then, 
slowly, the weather edge of the lower* topsail, 
always braced round more sharply, began to lift 
and filled again with a report like cannon-fire. But 
the canvas held. Again the leach of the lower top- 
si^l lifted, but less violently, the ship's head fell 
away and the danger was over. Jetty breathed 
more easily. The mate said nothing. 

The jar had twisted a small tendon in the boy's 
neck. At first it bothered him slightly, but as the 
minutes passed, and he was compelled to stand 
tense, every muscle in him braced taut, holding 
the wheel hard up against the driving seas, the 
pain grew intolerable. To ease the strain, he 
crouched forward and hunched up one shoulder. 

** Stand up straight, you half -squeezed deck- 
swab,'' growled the mate, ^*slouchin' there like 
you thought a wheel was a scratchin' post I" 

**My neck hurts, sir," answered Jetty. 
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*^ What in blazes is the matter with your neckf 

^* Twisted it, sir, I think/' said the boy. 

** Twisted, is itt If I catch you again standing 
like a half -frozen brass monkey on a piece of ice, 
I'll give it a twist that'll make you so as you won't 
ever look straight again I An' keep her liftin'. 
What the Styx has a dod-gasted twist in your neck 
got to do with a ship's courset" 

So, though the pain shot like little knives 
through his neck and shoulder, Jetty stood as 
straight as he could. The strain made little spots 
dance before his eyes. After he had been there 
for ages, it seemed to him. Two Bells rang. Only 
half the time gone! 

Once or twice he moved, to give his aching 
and twisted tendons a rest, but the eye of the 
mate was on him and he dared do no more. He 
grew colder, too, the pain took away his energy 
and his feet began to feel like lead. Through the 
fingers of the left hand a pricking sensation shot, 
and, half carelessly, he relaxed his grip a minute 
to dose his fingers on his palm a few times and re- 
store feeling in them. 

Suddenly the ship seemed to pause as though 
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with a gasp of dread of what might be in store and 
the wind lulled. Had Jetty been less tired, or in 
less pain, the lull would have given him warning. 
But he was not watching closely, only enduring. 

For a second the driving of the spindrift ceased, 
and the sea darkened. In that second of silence 
the boy heard distinctly, as though it were s^ loud 
sound, the wet rustle of the mate's slicker as he 
whirled on his heel to come to the boy's aid. But 
it was too late ! 

With a shriek that sounded as if every inch 
of the storm-racked sky had agonized in one ear- 
splitting cry, the tempest tore loose its entire fury 
upon the ship, heeling her over so that the sea 
boiled up the scupper channels. 

Stunned by the blast and with one hand off the 
spokes, Jetty was powerless. The wheel spun 
round, throwing him to the deck, and the ship, 
free of the helm's restraint, flung her head to wind 
as though in a moment's mad defiance she dared to 
give battle with the tempest. 

Crashing, as though she had struck a rock, bow 
on, the bark's sails came aback. The grip of 
the storm was at her throat and forced her back, 
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back and down. Down went her stem, and, at the 
instant, a wall of water, green, solid, without a 
curl of white on it, reared itself over the quarter 
and hurled its tons upon tons of water on the deck. 
For one long minute that awful shock of suspense 
gripped the vessel, and then, forward, came a long 
grinding splintering crack that seemed to rive 
every timber asunder and the foremast went by 
the board, broken off about ten feet above the 
deck. 

The ship reeled, as though smitten with a mortal 
wound. The hatchways vomited men. 

** What's the matter, Mr. Murchisonf roared 
the captain, first to reach the deck. 

'^Foremast's gone, sir,'' the mate shouted back. 
**Gale shifted suddenly. Veering easterly/' 

As though hurled by a catapult, the second mate 
leaped out of the companion hatchway beside the 

captain. 

* 

** Watch below I" he shouted, as he spun on his 
heel and took the poop ladder at a jump. '^Car- 
penter I" 

There was no need to call. The carpenter, a 
tall, powerful Norwegian, was before him. Be- 
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fore the second mate cotdd reach the fo'c^sle 
hatchway, every man, even the ship's cook, was on 
deck. 

** Storm mizzen!'* the captain ordered. 

**Port watch aft, bend the storm mizzen,'' came 
the qnick emphatic conmiand of the second mate, 
* * starboard watch, dear wreckage. Lively, now I ' ' 

Wrenched by the shock and ont of all human 
control, the bark lay wallowing in the trough of 
the sea. With the foremast down, the foretop^ 
mast-staysail had gone too, and without head sa&s 
the ship had no steerage way. Fortunately the 
mainmast held. 

The port watch men rushed aft. Twice the seas 
pooped the ship, rising over the quarter as though 
to beat her down, but in an incredibly short time 
the storm mizzen was bent on and hoisted and the 
ship's head put before the wind, so that she could 
drive. 

The mast had fallen outboard but some of the 
wire rigging still held, and, as the vessel rolled the 
wreckage struck the side as though to beat her to 
her doom. Speedily the rigging had been cut 
away, but the immediate peril was great. The 
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floating spars came pounding against the already 
over-strained timbers of the vessel. Jetty, who 
had been sent from the wheel, thought he felt the 
ship sinking as she gave a heavy lurch. There 
was no buoyancy as she righted. 

** Sound the well. Carpenter I'' ordered the sec- 
ond mate, fearing, as did the boy, that the vessel 
was going down. 

The rest of the men went on working at the 
wreckage. 

**Five indies, sir,'^ tiie carpenter reported, a 
minute later, after finding out how deep was the 
water in the hold. 

**Well, we can't stop to get after that now. 
Move, ye lop-eared lump o' Dutch tallow,'* he 
shouted, springing at one of the men who was 
standing with a bewildered look on his face, '^get 
out your sheathknife if ye haven't anything else, 
ye fat-headed landlubber, an' whittle I" 

Bang I Again the spar struck the side of the 
ship. 

** Another one like that," said one of the sailors 
under his breath, ** an' we'll be feedin' fishes." 

*^Goin' to cut her loose!" queried the second 
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mate, as the first mate mshed f orward, the storm 
mizzen having been hoisted and the ship brought 
before the wind. 

^'Nothin' aboard for a jurymast/' was the re- 
ply. 

^*Want the topmast for a sparf 

**If wecan.'' 

Like a living lightning the second mate leapt 
into the crowd of sailors. He cufiPed one on the 
side of the head, shook his fist in another's face, 
the while stirring them with tannts and threats 
which made the ndldest of them boiL They would 
have killed him, cheerfully, any of them, but he 
made them work. How he made them work t 

A long sheet rope hung taut over the edge, hold- 
ing one of the yards. Jetty stood nearest to it. 
Inside the rail the rope was tangled, but a couple 
of feet beyond it was clear. Jetty readied out to 
cut it, hanging on with his left hand. Just as he 
leaned out over the side, however, the tendon in 
his shoulder gave a wrench, and, with a cry, the 
boy loosed his handhold and fell into the sea. 

He landed in the midst of the wreckage. One 
of the heavy wire ropes of the rigging struck him 
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on the back. Half stunned and half drowned, 
however, he scrambled on to the drifting foremast. 

The second mate threw him a boathook. 

**Take this, ye pigeon-breasted, cock-eyed oaf I^' 
he yelled, **an' fend her off, if ye can I*' 

For a moment, just for a moment, Jetty thought 
of his own peril, but as the vessel rolled toward 
him and he saw the danger of the broken mast 
crashing against the side of the ship, the spirit 
of obedience asserted itself, and, though sick and 
bruised, he tried his best to fend off the spar. 
Once, twice, and again, three times, he succeeded^ 
and though his shoulder hurt fearfully, the ex- 
citement kept him from giving way under the 
strain. 

Greatly daring, the ship^s carpenter perched 
himself on the rail a minute, with a looped rope 
under his arms, and leaped into the sea. He was 
a powerful swimmer and though he was carrying 
a heavy ax, with a stroke or two he came to the 
spar and straddled it. A few terrific welts, first 
through the leather collar with the ax, and then 
through the iron band with hammer and cold 
chisel, released the upper topsail yard. The way 
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it sprang away, whftn released, showed the speed 
with which the Constitution was tearing through 
the water. 

Fortunately the mast was lying on the water 
with the yards beneath. Although the huge iron 
pin holding the collar of the lower topsail yard 
was rusted in, the strength of the Norwegian suf- 
ficed. A succession of heavy blows drove out the 
pin. The carpenter then crawled along the spar, 
and holding himself on with one hand as best he 
could, chopped through the upper mast imme- 
diately below the topgallant yard. 

The seas dashed over hiiA and strove to wrendi 
him from his grasp. But he chopped on. It 
seemed incredible to Jetty that the man would 
ever be able to hack his way through the hard 
pitch pine timber tossing up and down on the 
waves, but the carpenter had used his ax from 
boyhood in the pine-forested regions of his home, 
and the wood came away in great flakes. 

Finally the mast was free and lay rolling in 
the trough of the ocean. As, however, the car- 
penter leaned forward for a final stroke, a rope 
caught his foot and pulled him from his grasp 
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upon the spar into the seething sea. Jetty, though 
bnsy every minute trying to keep the spar from 
punching a hole in the side of the ship, saw the 
carpenter slip. He yelled for help, but had for- 
gotten the precaution the Norwegian had taken 
in tying a rope under his arms, and, a moment 
later, to his relief, he saw the dripping but un- 
daunted sailor hauled aboard. 

As soon as the mast was clear. Jetty heard 
himself called. 

**Boy, make fast this rope I'* 

The lad looked up. The second mate had coiled 
a heavy line and was standing by the rail swinging 
it for a throw. The first time it fell short. The 
second time, the coils went through the air like 
a springing snake and fell right beside him. He 
grabbed the rope, and, as quickly as he could, 
made two half hitches around the spar. Three 
or four of the men tallied on to the line and began 
to pull the spar in-board. Slowly the spar came 
in, the combined on-rush of the vessel and the 
tilting of the spar keeping Jetty under water half 
the time. Though strangling and gasping for 
breath, the boy hung on. 
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Then, to his horror, with a succession of short 
jerks, the knot began to slip, each jerk nearly toss- 
ing him into the sea. Finally the rope slipped en- 
tirely and the spar fell back into the sea- Not 
only that, but with the next roll of the vessel, 
the spar came crash against the side of the ship 
with a shock that made her quiver from truck to 
keelson. 

^^Make a roUing-hitch, ye snail-fingered jelly- 
fish I'* roared the mate, coiling up the line and 
throwing it again. 

With a sinking in the pit of his stomach Jetty 
tried to think how a rolUng-hitch was made. He 
had never seen one used during the two years he 
had been at sea, and, for the life of him, he could 
not recall what it was like. Suddenly he remem- 
bered that, the last time he had been home, he had 
been showing off to his chum, who was a Boy 
Scout, the knots he had learned at sea and his 
friend had shown him others that he had not 
known. Was it t Yes, that was right I One of the 
knots his boy scout friend had shown him was a 
rolling hitch. How did it got The boy^s mind 
worked in a ferment, trying to picture the scene 
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at home, as the rope came whirling through the 
air. 

Then, like a vision, as he reached out to grasp 
the rope, came the figure of his friend in the khaki 
scout uniform, with the look of pride on his face 
as he showed the young sailor some knots the lat- 
ter had failed to learn at sea. The feel of the 
rope in his hand brought back to Jetty the very 
motions of the knot, and leaning down with the 
sea roaring over him and about him, with death 
threatening him every instant, deftly and quickly 
he tied the required knot — ^the only knot which 
would hold, the knot on which his very life de- 
pended. 

The rope tautened, and, in a half -panic, the boy 
watched the knot. But it was a true rolling hitch 
and took the strain instantly. Gradually the spar 
came to the side and lifted. Here was the strain. 
Would the knot sUp! Once there came a little 
jerk and the boy's heart was in his mouth. But 
it was only the knot tightening. 

Higher and higher came the spar until the end 
swung inboard. Then the carpenter, leaning over 
the rail, reached out one long gaunt arm — ^he had 
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thrown his oilskins off before plunging into the 
sea — ^grabbed Jetty by the collar and pulled him 
over the side. 

Little the boy cared that somebody kicked him 
to one side as he lay on the deck exhausted. It 
was enough that he was safe and that the spar 
had been hauled aboard for a jury-mast, to make a 
means to rig up some head sails and steer the 
vessel to port. It was good to lie there, even on 
the wet and heaving deck. Then he heard, in the 
first mate's voice: 

**How many inches in the well, Carpenter?" 

There was a pause and he heard the rattle of 
the sounding rod. 

* ^ Seven, sir.' ' 

**She'll keep afloat, but that's about all. Four 
men to the pumps. Here, you," a seaboot caught 
Jetty in the ribs, **take your spell at the pumps." 

The boy, with a groan, got up, in spite of his 
bruises, and went to the great iron wheel by the 
mainmast, which was already revolving steadily, 
and in his clear boyish treble started the old 
chanty: 
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** Oh-h, in Ri-i-o Gra-a-ande, where I-I was bom ; 
** Heave awa-a-ay for Ei-i-ol'* 



This is The Boluko Hitch 




This knot is used where a rope is to be bent to a 
spar or another rope where the pull is in a parallel 
line. 

Make the first turn around the spar the same as 
in a clove hitch; then make another turn the same 
as the first; this gives two turns instead of one, as 
in the first part of the clove hitch. The third turn 
is the same as the second turn of the clove hitch. 
The rolling hitch is used where the standing part 
leads along the spar instead of away from it, 
where the clove hitch is used. The rolling hitch 
jams so that it will not slip in the direction of the 
side where the two turns over the standing part 
are made. — ^From Nautical Scouting. 
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FOB THE HONOR OF TJHGI^B SAM 

''Beyond the Chagres Biver 

Is the Jungle's poisonous breath; 
Lurk the serpent and the fever, 
'Long the paths that lead to death/' 

O-O-H-H, but we — simply— joUied — the life 
out of him I'' 
LeEoy Clayton turned and glanced cu- 
riously at the speaker; then, amid the laughter 
which followed, he strolled back along the wide 
veranda and joined the little group. 

The half-dozen boys were gathered in a comer 
of the main portico of the Tivoli, Uncle Sam^s big 
hotel on Ancon Hill in Panama. Below them lay 
the old city of Panama with its narrow, crooked 
streets, and beyond, the bay with its ships rid- 
ing at andior in the slow roll of the blue Pacific, 
their spars and rigging toudied with the first 
crimson glow of the tropical sunset. Here and 
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there could be seen the lateen sail of a fishing- 
smack hurrying shoreward obedient to the lurid 
warning; for the night falls suddenly in the trop- 
ics. There were more ships than usual, for the 
next day but one there was to be the great cele- 
bration—the formal opening of the Canal. 

LeEoy Clayton stood on the outskirts of the 
group, listening. Pierce Van Auken was swing- 
ing his legs from the rail and he had the floor. 

**Why, you know those things you put under a 
plate to make it dance? Kind of a rubber ball 
with a long tube? You ought to have seen him 
stare when we worked that on him. It was as 
good as a circus ! Fred told him that up in the 
States '' 

** *Him much big rich country,' '* mocked the 
boy called Fred. **We told him that up in the 
States all the plates and cups and saucers dance 
and sing and talk. Oh, we had him jollied to a 
turn!'' 

** We told him that on the day the Canal opens," 
laughed Pierce, ** Uncle Sam is going to hand out 
souvenirs. You'd laugh yourself hoarse if you 
could hear the way WoUey was stringing him — 
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told him Uncle Sam was going to give one of these 
motion-picture madiines and a box with a 'much 
bright devir in it/' 

**He swallowed all that, did her* LeRoy asked. 

^*Sure, he'd swallow anything, that kid We 
told him Uncle Sam always hands out souvenirs 
whenever he opens a new canal. He's got Uncle 
Sam sized up for a wizard and a good spender." 

Harry Morse shook his head in reminiscent de- 
light. ^*He's going to dress his monkey up so as 
to be ready when the souvenirs come," said he. 

**Will he be expecting the plates and cups and 
saucers that talk and singT" asked Fred. 

**0h, sure!" 

LeEoy thrust his hands down into his trousers 
pockets and bit his lip ruminatively. **Hmm," 
said he, with an amusement that was half thought- 
ful, half rueful. '^You mean that Mendoza Trail 
Kid, don't yout" 

''Sure! He thinks the United States has got 
Aladdin's Cave beat all kinds of ways. We told 
him not to worry— he'd get his. He'll be wait- 
ing, all right I" 

"He'll have some wait/' observed another boy. 
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Fred shook his head exultantly and hammered 
the rail with delight. 

**That a medal on your coat, Clayton r' asked 
one of the boys as he jumped down from the rail 
to go. 

**Thist'^ queried LeEoy, fingering the bronze 
cross of the Scouts, which he wore. "Why, no, 
that's an alarm-clock, only don't tell anybody, 
will youf 

The questioner seemed a little chagrined. 

**Any fellow can buy one of those,*' he said, 
sarcastically. 

**Sure," said LeEoy, **you get one with a book 
of trading-stamps. Ask me another." 

There was a significant silence. 

LeEoy was not half bad as a jollier himself. 

Yes, they had jollied the life out of the Men- 
doza Trail Kid; what little life there was left in 
him. It had been easy, for he would swallow any- 
thing. He had swallowed pretty nearly every- 
thing, but now, thank goodness, it was over and 
little Nicuesarro had gone back to his home in the 
jungle after his sojourn in Wonderland. 

He had swallowed every bitter draught which 
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the nurses had given him; he had had spoon- 
handles stuck down his throat till he gagged, vi- 
dons hollow needles thrust into his thigh, and ice 
piled on his little chest. He had swallowed cap- 
sules and tablets and powders without number 
and without complaint But he had won the fight, 
had little Nicuesarro ; the magic liquid in the hol- 
low needle of the mysterious white men had done 
its work; and little Nicuesarro had gone back to 
his jungle and to his precious monkey. 

Six weeks before, the Sanitary Inspector, push- 
ing his lonely, unmarked way up the old, over- 
grown Mendoza Trail, had come upon the tiny 
thatched shack where little Nicuesarro lived- It 
was a dozen miles beyond nowhere — ^but that is 
just where the Sanitary Inspector is sure to go. 
Little Nicuesarro 's mother was half Spanish, half 
Indian, and his father was all Spanish, which was 
no improvement. 

But the Sanitary Inspector will sit down and 
eat a mango and meet you half way in any lan- 
guage you please, Spiggotty, or San Bias, or Ja- 
maican gibberish. 
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"Trail worse — ^bad — ^all time,'^ said the Inspec- 
tor. **No more trail at all/' 

**Theii you no come moref 

**0h, yes, I will; Kernergorg, he send me/' 

"Unh/' langhed the mother, *'good!'' 

They liked these semi-annual visits up in the 
jungle. The Sanitary Inspector was the only per- 
son they ever saw. 

"Where's Uttle Nict" 

"U-u-uh, he no play with monkey/^ 

"No? What's troublet" 

"U-u-u-h." 

"Where is he?" 

'He was lying among the pineapples out in the 
little dearing, and when the Inspector heard that 
little Nicuesarro had not played with his pre- 
cious monkey he was suspicious. He knew what 
it meant when a little boy thirty miles up the 
Chagres Eiver neglects his pet monkey and lies 
down among the pineapples and does not come to 
greet the Inspector. 

Tenderly, he lifted little Nicuesarro into his 
arms and the child looked at him with heavy eyes 
and with a smile which was worse than tears. 
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^^No feel good, ehV 

The little fellow shook his head. 

**Open mouth — ^wide. Kemergorg he make 
'em feel good/* 

The child, his hot head hanging back in the In- 
spector's arms, smiled wanly, showing his white 
teeth, for the name of Colonel Gorgas was a magic 
name in the remotest jangle, right up to the Costa 
Bican border. 

Then and there had begun the catalogue of won- 
ders which convinced little Nicuesarro that he was 
in the hands of wizards. The Sanitary Inspector 
produced a little glass tube, looked at it, shook 
it, and put it in little Nic's mouth. This tube 
had a silvery devil in it and mystical numbers on 
it, and it told the white man what was the matter 
with little Nicuesarro. 

He was in the grip of an awful enemy, the 
Chagres fever; the enemy which had mowed down 
his big brother and his two sisters. But that was 
before the days of Kemergorg, who now wrought 
wonders in the mystical kingdom of **Unclesam," 
thirty miles away. 

So the Inspector got on his donkey, holding Ut- 
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fie Nicuesarro in his arms and started off with 
him to that mysterious land, **The Zone.^' 

They came into the line of the Canal at Las 
Cascadas Station, and then the wonders piled 
thick and fast. Down in the depths of the big 
trench, little Nicuesarro saw the great steam-shov- 
els at work and the ceaseless din of the mammoth 
drills assailed his reeling senses and made his lit- 
tle head tiirob harder. 

**Big devils; him make much noise, '* he mur 
mured. 

**Yes, they make a lot of noise, Nic; lie down 
here on the bench like a good boy for just a min- 
ute,'^ soothed the Inspector. 

^'Unclesam, he not kill me dead?*' The 
drowsy eyes looked apprehensive. 

**No, he wonH kill you, Nic.*' 

The throbbing head lay back on the bench and 
the fever-racked child saw the Inspector do the 
most extraordinary thing which he had ever seen 
done in his life. He picked up two things, hold- 
ing one to his ear and the other to his mouth and 
into the latter he talked. 

**You talk him TJnclesamt*' 
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^'Yes, lie's going to send a white wagon for ns, 
Nia'' 

**We go him housed 

**One of his houses, yes; Kernergorg's house,'' 

And sure enough — ^wonder of wonders — ^along 
came a beautiful, magic wagon with no horses and 
with two wizard men in spotless white on its seat, 
and stopped at Las Cascadas Station. There was 
a big red cross painted on it and a place inside 
that was softer than the pineapple patch; and on 
this they laid little Nicuesarro and whizzed him 
off through the land of wonders. 

That was the last that little Nicuesarro knew 
for three weeks. Then his hollow eyes looking 
out of the little pinched face began to watch the 
white-robed nurses as they glided silently about, 
and he asked if they were angels. 

Once his nervous little hand, exploring outside 
the sheet, encountered a strange thing that he 
could see through and that had a long twisted 
cord running from it. Inside was a thin wire* 
It had a little handle and this he curiously turned, 
when lo, a dazzling light appeared inside. The 
nurse came and smilingly turned it off and on 
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many times, till little Nicuesarro had to blink his 
eyes from watching ii 

**Hini bright devil/* he said weakly. 

Then there came a day when little Nicuesarro 
opened his eyes and saw a man all in white with a 
white mustache and white hair and shining gold 
on his shoulders, looking down at him and smiling. 

It was the wizard, Kemergorg, himself I 

And that is how it came to pass that the next 
day they put little Nicuesarro in a diair with 
wheels and placed a soft pillow behind his head 
and rolled him out to a spot under the cocoanut 
palms on the beautiful grounds of Ancon Hos- 
pital; and here he sat, languid and happy, taking 
in the wonders. 

And that is how it fell out that the Zone boys, 
making a short-cut across the hospital grounds 
to gather fiber for cocoanut caps, loitered about 
the queer, inquisitive little fellow, and joUied the 
life out of him. 

He was grateful and delighted, and said, *^Grar 
cia,*' which means, *^ Thank you.'* 

It was easy because, you see, he was in the land 
of wonders and he would swallow anything. 
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And that, in turn, is how it came about that 
LeEoy Clayton lay awake a good part of the 
nighty thinking of this talk he had heard. 

LeEoy 's father was one of the **01d Man's** * 
engineers over at Culebra, and he had planned the 
emergency dam. He and Mrs. Clayton and Le- 
Eoy lived at the Tivoli, but the boy's parents had 
gone to the States and LeEoy was alone in his 
glory for the time being. 

First and last, I am not so snre but what this 
whole story hinges on a **good turn'* performed 
by Mrs. Clayton on the very day she sailed, and 
it simply shows the far-reaching effects of good 
tnms, for here was one performed on the Atlantic 
shore one afternoon, and what did it do but pop 
up like a Jack-in-the-box on the Pacific side the 
very next day, producing another good turn which 
in turn produced a stunt and — oh, well, there is 
no telling where a good turn will lead. 

Mrs. Clayton stopped in Colon and asked War- 
ren Archer if he didn't want to **go across" and 
keep LeEoy company for a few days, and so the 
next morning Warren came over witii a suit-case 

*CoL Goethals. 
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and a broad smile and twenty dollars ** Spiggotty '* 
for the grand celebration. 

'*It's going to be some show,*' said he. 

LeBoy was silent. 

**What*s the matter, yon old groncht*^ said 
Warren; ^'lonely without papa and mamma T I 
suppose your father was disappointed that he 
couldn^t stay for if 

^^He isn't the only one that'll be disappointed," 
said LeBoy. 

^* Don't you fool yourself," said Warren, *^if 
you had come across on the train this morning 
you wouldn't have seen much room for disap- 
pointment. Why, my fractious boy, everything 
between here and Colon is red, white and blue. 
The Administration Building has a hundred flags 
on it. Empire, Culebra---every station is dec- 
orated. Why, Uncle Sam " 

''Uncle Sam is going to be made out to be a 
bluff and a liar," interrupted LeBoy. 

"Dear, dear! Who was telling you that?" 

''Listen, Warry. This bunch (Van Auken and 
those fellows) they've been jollying the life out 
of that little Chagres Fever kid from up Men- 
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doza TraiL They told him Uncle Sam would give 
out souvenirs to everybody — ^motion-picture ma- 
chines (the poor little chap must have seen one 
of those) and a box with a bright devil in it '* 

**What'd they mean by thatt'' 

^* Don't know; they promised him everything 
that happened to come into their heads; plates 
and cups that talk and sing; and the poor little 
kid has gone back home counting on having those 
things. You see how it was with him, Warry; 
he thinks the Zone is a sort of fairyland, aud I 
hate to think of the kid's being disappointed. I 
was thinking last night — ^I suppose you'll think 
I'm crazy— but I was thinking I'd just like to 
take my celebration money and buy a lot of stuff 
and go up there with it. It would be a good turn, ' ' 
he added, half shamefacedly. 

**It would be a fool thing to do, though," said 
Warren, **and you'd miss the celebration." 

^'I wouldn't mind missing that so much," said 
LeRoy, **but I don't know how I could make good 
all the crazy promises those fellows made to little 
What 's-his-name. ' ' 
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**You don^t mean you're actually thinking of 
doing such an idiotic thingl^' 

*^I'd like to/' said LeEoy,doubtfuUy. *^I could 
ahnost do it, too; but a 'box with a bright devil 
in it' — ^I don't know what that could be " 

* * Why, sure 1 A pocket flashlight 1 ' ' cried War- 
ren. 

LeBoy nearly jumped out of his chair. 

^'Keep your seats, ladies and gentlemen," said 
Warren. ^*It would be a great stunt, wouldn't 
it?" he added, thoughtfully. 

^^It would give us a Scout smile as broad as 
Culebra Cut," suggested LeBoy. 

**You bet I Suppose we do it. Come on, I'm 
with youl" 

^'But how about the dishes that talk and sing?" 
LeBoy asked, and at this poser Warren shook 
his head ruefully. 

Nevertheless, they resolved to make the trip 
for *Hhe honor of Uncle Sam," as LeBoy said, so 
they made one fund of their celebration savings 
and with this they spent a good part of the day 
along the Avenada de Centralle, purchasing a mo- 
tion-picture machine, an American flag, a sump- 
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tnoas pocket flashlight with two extra batteries 
and other odds and ends in the way of toys. 

And yet, somehow, both felt that there was 
something lacking and LeBoy thought raef ally of 
the words of Fred: WUl he be expecting the 
plates and cups that can talk and singf 

In the middle of the night Warren was roused 
out of his peaceful slumber by a terrific slap be- 
tween his shoulders, immediately followed by a 
vigorous towsling of his head. 

* * I Ve got it I I Ve got it 1 ' ^ shouted LeBoy, sit- 
ting up and bringing the pillow like a ghostly cud- 
gel down upon his companion's head. 

The victim, rubbing his eyes, drowsily at- 
tempted to stem the fusillade of blows. 

**Qot what? Wasmatterthyou? Let upl^^ 

**A scout is thoughtful,'' shouted LeBoy. 

*^Let up I W-who said he w-wasn't?" 

** A scout is thoughtful; he uses his brains '* 

^^A scout uses his fists in a minute if you 
don't " 

^^What is a plate that talks and sings?" de- 
manded LeBoy, waving the pillow. 

** 'S that a con-undrum?" 
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**A phonograph record, you gumpl'' shouted 
LeBoy. * * Can you beat that ? ' * 

In less than half a minute Warren was up fum- 
bling in his trousers pocket. ^'Four dollars 
Spiggotty for donkey hire/' said he, ''that leaves 
two — ^four — ^five — seven. Can we get a phono- 
graph for fifteen dollars f 

*'Can we I Ccm weV^ mocked LeEoy, rising 
menacingly to his full weight upon the bed. 
^^Can we? Didn't I see a second-hand one at 
Maduro's for eighth 

''I didn't see iV 

**A scout is observant," said LeBoy grimly. 
And he let fly the pillow, which went to its mark 
with deadly precision. 

For a scout is a good shot. 

The old Mendoza Trail was about as tangible 
as the equator. It was like the Fountain of Per- 
petual Youth — ^there wasn't any. The old Men- 
doza Trail was a myth. Once upon a time an old 
Spaniard named Mendoza had hewed his way with 
a machette up toward the headwaters of the 
Chagres Biver. But hewing your way through 
the jungle is like breathing on a pane of glass — 
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you've got to keep hewing or the trail will dis- 
appear; the jungle will dose in about it. That 
is why the isolated shacks far up in the jungle 
have no paths leading to their doors. 

Yet by virtue of an extra sense which scouts 
and woodmen possess, it is possible, if one be keen 
and observant, to trace a former pathway through 
the dense, tangled wilderness of the tropics. The 
Zone Sanitary Inspector who does this is pretty 
certain, after a day^s or a week's journey, to come 
upon some little shack cut off for many years from 
any visible avenue of conmiunication with the out- 
side world. 

When the first Zone Inspectors appeared out of 
the trackless jungle before these remote dwellings, 
the natives thought they were supernatural be- 
ings and treated them accordingly. 

We hear a great deal about the famous scouts 
of pioneer days and their triumphs in tracking 
and trailing, but the most amazing feats of this 
art have been performed by the United States 
Sanitary Inspectors on the Isthmus of Panama; 
and many of the boys there, too, have acquired 
this strange extra sense. 
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For a mile or two the old Mendoza Trail is quite 
inviting and you jog along confidently. Then the 
trail becomes a quitter. 

But the two treasure-laden boys who sat astride 
their little donkeys and looked into the rank, path- 
less jungle before them were not quitters. 

They cast a wistful look back toward Las Cas- 
cadas Station. There above the barracks of 
Camp Otis waved the Stars and Stripes and th€ 
tower which rose among the palm trees at Qam> 
boa was gay with bunting. Through the inter- 
vening solitude they could hear the tooting of the 
tugi Oatun, as she steamed about the Cut, busy in 
the festive business of preparation. 

**The Commissary bpys are going to send rock- 
ets up at night from Gold Hill,^* said LeBoy. 

**It'll be some sight,'' observed Warren. 

** There '11 never be another celebration like 
this," LeBoy said, half regretfully. 

**Well, there'll never be another good turn like 
this — ^nor another good laugh like it either if you 
come to that. Oh, just wait till I see Van Auken 
and that bunch I You '11 need a yardstick to meas- 
ure my scout smile." 
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"Well, here^s where we pick her up,*' said Le- 
Eoy. "Ever try Balboa's trickt'^ He looked 
cross-eyed into the denseness before him and sure 
enough there appeared to his strained vision the 
faintest suggestion of a path, hovering, as it were, 
between visibility and invisibility. Along this 
they jogged single file, Warren taking all the bag- 
gage while LeEoy went on ahead reaching for- 
ward and chopping away the growth with his 
machette. 

Sometimes it was a veritable green tunnel 
through which they passed, the dank growth be- 
ing as thick above them as on the sides, and it 
was necessary for one or other of the boys always 
to go ahead swinging his machette continually. 
Making fun out of the whole affair, as a scout is 
pretty sure to do, they acconunodated the slash- 
ing motion of the madiette to a sing-song recital 
of the words, "For— the— safce — of— Un-de- 
Saml^' 

They had left the canal at sunrise and when 
they hewed out a little clearing and pitched their 
balloon-silk shelter at sunset, they had traveled 
for thirteen hours. 
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*'And 1*11 be ever so provoked/* said LeRoy, 
mincingly, **if it turns out that we've headed 
wrong.*' 

The next day their progress was impeded by 
tropical showers and the sturdy little donkeys 
plodded along through green mush, whence arose 
the sickening odor of the jungle. The rains 
seemed to bring forth legions of gigantic spiders 
and hideous insects which dropped upon them 
from above and which they found on clothing, 
saddle and bridle, brushing them off with a shud- 
der. 

But before the brief, green twilight had 
changed to darkness they came out, bedraggled, 
torn and weary, into a little clearing where stood 
the most insignificant abode they had ever seen. 
It was made entirely of thatch and seemed rather 
the handiwork of nature than of man. 

A little boy with very brown face and very 
white teeth was sitting on a reed mat carving a 
gourd, and the clothing which he wore would 
scarcely have sufficed to bandage a cut finger. 

But the principal thing about him was his stare. 

If Mrs. Clayton had been present she would 
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have said that her son was a ^'sighf The slime 
of the morass was upon him; his blouse was be- 
draggled and in tatters. But whenever I think of 
him, I think of him as he looked to them, as he 
alighted from his donkey in the full gayety of tri- 
umph with the spirit of the great celebration upon 

hlTW- 

He knew how he meant to do this thing and he 
was master of the situation. 

* * Don Nicuesarro t ' ^ said he in the broad ^ * Spig- 
gotty,'^ **I make you greeting. We come the 
couriers to Don Nicuesarro. Uncle Sam and Don 
Nicuesarro much friends I*' 

He extended his hand with all the pomp and 
gradousness of a true Hidalgo and little Nicue- 
sarro came forward hesitatingly and took it His 
parents stood in the doorway amazed, but smiling 
at the unprecedented scene. 

** Uncle Sam him make big promise. Him al- 
ways speak truth. He send greeting and pres- 
ents to Don Nicuesarro. Uncle Sam him feel 
much good and happy. He open him big Canal 
to-day and say him great waters flow together. 
Whatever Unde Sam say, he dol^' 
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Catching his companion's spirit, Warren 
hauled out from a duffle-bag the Stars and Stripes 
and formally tendered it to little Nicuesarro. 

** Uncle Sam, him 'Merican — NicuesarrOi he 
San Bias. Uncle Sam he send his flag to Nicue- 
sarro and the plates, just as it was said, the plates 
that will talk and sing his great song." 

They brought out the motion-picture machine 
and the box with the '* bright devil** in it, and a 
dozen other things and the phonograph whose 
magic * opiate'* sang the great song of Uncle Sanu 
Little Nic*s monkey advanced cautiously and 
perched on his master's shoulder and listened to 
the Star-Spangled Baimer and was greatly edified* 

Far off along the line of the Canal the Bas 
Obispo Band was playing the Star-Spa/ngled Ban- 
ner to cheering throngs. But the Star-Spangled 
Banner is the Star-Spangled Banner no matter 
where you play it or listen to it, and if Uncle Sam 
felt joyous and triumphant that day and evening, 
he had good reason for it; for he was not discred- 
ited 

There was a movie show up Mendoza Trail that 
nighty and other plates talked and sang, and Un- 
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de Sam's good friend was entertained in royal 
fashion. And little Nicnesarro came to realize 
more fully what a marvelous wizard *'Unclesam*' 
was, and truthful (which all wizards are not), and 
rich and powerful beyond the dreams of avarice. 
Little Nicuesarro knew all this. 

What he did not know was that these two 
strange, happy-faced couriers who disappeared 
into the jungle the next morning had not so much 
as fifty cents between them. He did not know 
that the savings which might have gone for pleas- 
ure and for the glory of the great wizard on his 
gala day, had been most gayly squandered for just 
plain, every-day phonograph records. 

Yet who shall say that the money did not go for 
the glory of Uncle Sam? 

Who shall say that it was not spent in pleas- 
ure? 

The scouts are queer fellows, from all I can 
see; they find pleasure where some find pain; and 
they have their own way of looking at things. 

Another thing about them is that you can't al- 
ways put your finger on a scout's motive. War- 
ren Archer always stoutly maintained that he did 
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this thing just to have the laugh on **Van Auken 
and that bunch. *^ 

So there you are I 

Warren was not disappointed. The very next 
day he and LeEoy ran into the Van Auken crowd 
in Cathedral Plaza. 

**That was a pretty good stunt,*' said Van Au- 
ken, **but little What's-his-name will be still wait- 
ing for the plates that talk and sing, I guess." 

**No, we took him those,** said LeEoy. 

*'Tes, you— didn't 1** 

**Sure. We took him some phonograph rec- 
ords,** said Warren. 

There was a moment's silence. 

**Well— 1*11— be ** began Fred. But out of 

the laughter which followed arose the voice of 
Harry Morse, who was a scout and didn*t know it. 

**We*re not going to let you fellows get away 
with that,** said he. **This is on us. What do 
you say, fellows!** 

The very next day they took up a collection and 
refunded to LeEoy and Warren forty-three dol- 
lars ^'Spiggotty,** that being, as Van Auken 
cheerfully put it, *Hhe high cost of jollying.** 
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**How do yon join the sconts, anyway f said 
he. 

**0h, that's easy,'' said LeBoy ; ** first yon have 
to take off yonr shoe and kick a cocoannt across 
Cnlebra Cnt. That makes yon a tenderfoot. 
Then yon have to track an extinct mosqnito np 
Cnmcnchia Slide while it's in motion, and that 
lets yon pass the tracking test. Then yon have 
to roll a plate that can sing " 

**Tell me straight, will yon!" langhed Van An- 
ken. **I want to join." 

LeBoy was not half bad as a jollier. 

Bnt jnst as I said, a soont has his own ideas 
abont jollying. 

And there yon arel 
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THE SHABE 

STOUT HAEEY BITTER gave a sudden 
chortle of glee and looked tip from the copy 
of the **Long Point Snort/' he was lan- 
guidly perusing in the shade of a dump of cedars 
behind Tent Four. 

**Say, fellows, have you seen this stuff about 
Bull Taggartf he demanded joyously. 

**How could we when you hog the paper the 
minute it comes outT" inquired Ted Hinckley sar- 
castically. He had sent in a poem the day before 
and for ten minutes or so had been waiting with 
ill-concealed impatience to see whether it had 
found favor with the editors. * * Well, what is it f 
he went on impatiently. ^^Why don't you get it 
off your chest? What kind of bull has he been 
throwing no wf 

*'He's been chased by a shark,'' chuckled Bit- 
ter fatly. *' Monster fifteen feet long pursued his 
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boat for over a mile out in the bay. Tried to up- 
set him by bmnping its nose against the keel. 
This is rich I Four rows of teeth sharp as razors. 
. . . Gleaming white belly — stomach would have 
been more re-fined, seems to me. Remember Dolly 
Wade who called 'em hlxxe-stomach crabs t Where 
was I? Um — ^um. Oh, yes. Monstrous dorsal fin 
cutting the water like a knife. Oee-whiz! Bull 
will kill me dead one of these days with his ro- 
mances. I s'pose he's training to be an author 
when he grows up. You can have it, Ted; I'm 
through. '* 

He tossed the sheet lazily to Hinckley and 
lounged indolently against the trunk of the cedar. 

**Does he pretend he really saw itt" asked Ben 
Powell, linking brown, muscular fingers about an 
equally brown knee; **or is it meant to be just — 
er — ^fiction!" 

**0h, he saw it, of course," said Bitter with a 
giggle. **No fiction about that. Eecognized it 
as a regular man-eater, too, by something or other 
about its expression, didn't he, Tedt" 

<*Eh?" Hinckley started guiltily and hurriedly 
shifted his gloating eyes from the five-line verse 
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which, even in crude mimeograph, thrilled him 
with the pride of authorship. ** What's that! 
Ohl Why,surel It— it's teeth, it was/' 

** Showed 'em in a glistening smile, I s'pose," 
chuckled Bitter. '*I shouldn't think any self-re- 
spectiQg shark would lick his chops over Bull Tag- 
gart. Even served up on toast, he wouldn't make 
a good, respectable bite." 

There was a responsive chuckle from the half- 
dozen fellows lounging in the shade ; then Powell 
glanced questioningly at the tall, striking-looking 
chap whose handsome head lay pillowed on Jim 
Donnell's knee, while his well-built body stretched 
comfortably out on the sand. 

** There aren't any — ^man-eating sharks as far 
north as this, are there, Bruce T" he asked. 

^*0f course not. I should think you'd know 
better than that" Bruce Clavinger's tone was 
positive and a little impatient. ** They're only 
found in the tropics. The sharks around here are 
nothing but big dogfish; I don't believe Bull even 
saw one of those. He's the most unmitigated— 
^ Well, Midget, what's your trouble! Don't you 
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know any better than to come in without knock- 
ing!" 

An exceedingly small boy with snapping bine 
eyes, a shock of snnbumed hair and an amazing 
self-possession of manner, darted around the tent 
and paused in their midst, somewhat heated with 
his haste. 

"Trouble!" he repeated, scowling from one 
face to another. ** There's plenty of trouble, let 
me tell you. What do you know about their cut- 
ting us out of the bay and making us swim in the 
kid's place f 

**Wha — at!" came in an incredulous chorus; 
and then: **Cut out the fancy touches, Midge. 
You'll be as bad as Bull Taggart if you're not 
careful." 

** Fancy touches!" snorted the infant with cold 
scorn. "That's what you think, is it! Huh! 
Well, it's up on the bulletin board in black and 
white. * Until further notice all swimming will be 
restricted to the north side of the point', and 
signed J. P. Wendell as big as life. That's the 
kid 's place, ain 't it f And because why t It 's that 
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nut Taggart shooting off a lot of bull about seeing 
a shark in the bay. He — ^makes — ^me — sick ! ' ' 

If it was his purpose to stir up the group so 
comfortably taking their ease in the heat of early 
afternoon. Midge Wilson was entirely successful. 
With one accord six boys sat up abruptly, their 
faces expressing various degrees of surprise, in- 
credulity and indignation. And for a space the 
air resounded with shrill question, heated com- 
ment and fragments of argument which satisfied 
even the small WiUett's inordinate fondness for 
attention. 

"It's true, all right,'' he declared, spreading his 
feet apart and rocking back and forth on his heels. 
"The stuff's all in the Snort; you must have seen 
it" 

"So we have, Shrimp," admitted Bruce Clav- 
inger. "We've also seen yams of his before. 
You don't mean to tell us that Mr. Wendell takes 
any stock in it!" 

"That's what Slater says. He heard 'em talk- 
ing in Headquarters tent. Bull sticks to it that it's 
true. He says he sreally 6aw a shark and that it 
bumped into his boat." 
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** What if it didf demanded Clavinger^ irrita- 
bly; ** though I donH believe it for a minute. Why, 
the sharks up north here are as harmless as kit- 
tens. They'd no more tackle a man than— than 
one of those stupid blow-fish.'' 

**Well, the chief don't seem to think so. Bob 
says he didn't know whether to believe Bull or 
not, but he and Mr. Cartwright talked it over and 
decided to cut out swiioming in the bay till they 
find out something for sure. And then they stuck 
up that notice, and now we've got to go into that 
rotten hole where you can't dive and it takes half 
an hour to wade out to any decent depth. I — ^I'd 
rather stay ashore." 

A concerted groan went up in which stout Harry 
Bitter joined heartily. Exertion of any sort was 
distasteful to him, and it made little difference 
whether he undertook his languid splashings in 
the shallows, or in the wider, more varied waters 
of the bay. But he liked to criticize and seldom 
lost an opportunity. 

As for the others there was some excuse for 
their annoyance. The scout camp was located at 
the juncture of bay and river. On one side of 
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Long Point, which thrust its sandy nose far out 
into the channel, lay the open water, wide, deep, 
and full of interest and variety. Here the older 
fellows and proficient swimmers had always gone, 
while the novices were limited to a shallow cove 
to the north of the point into which the tide had 
swept such quantities of sand that for a couple 
of hundred feet from shore it was not more than 
waist deep. 

** Midge is about right,'' sm'ffed Hinckley, as the 
diminutive Willett departed to spread his news. 
**A lot of fun there'll be wallowing around over 
there. BuUought to have his head punched." 

**The big chump 1" exclaimed Clavinger bitter- 
ly. ** He '11 get his if I have anything to say about 
it." 

He stood up abruptly and shook off the sand. 
The khaki shorts and sleeveless gym shirt showed 
off his fine figure and well-developed muscles to 
uncommon advantage. Even the scowl failed to 
detract noticeably from his good looks, which were 
remarkable — ^the good looks of clean-cut features, 
clear skin, glowing red under the tan, blue eyes 
set wide apart, and wavy blond hair. 
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Powell watched him for a moment or two in 
silence, his rough-hewn face oddly wistful. 

**I suppose he — ^he might have thought it was 
true/* he said hesitatingly: ** Whatever he saw he 
might have thought *' 

**0h, gee whiz, Ben!'* interrupted Clavinger 
impatiently. ** Don't try to make excuses for the 
nut. He just naturally can't tell the truth. Who's 
coming for a walk f I 'm tired of sitting here. ' ' 

They all arose briskly, even Bitter bestirring 
himself. Walking was no particular pleasure to 
him, but he rarely declined an invitation from 
Bruce Clavinger. 

"We may as well stroll around by the bulletin 
board and see if Midge got things straight," re- 
marked Hinckley as they moved away. 

** Nothing to it!" retorted Clavinger decidedly. 
**I haven't seen the beastly thing, and I'm not 
going to know auything about it till I have to. At 
least we can get one more decent swim before the 
lid's clamped on." 

**You mean you'd go in anyhow?" asked Don- 
nell doubtfully. 

"Why not! There hasn't been any official an- 
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nouncement Willett's no town crier tliat we have 
to take everything he says as gospel. If we should 
happen to be over on the bayside at three-thirty 
and went in thero as usual, they couldn't very 
well call us down/' 

**We're supposed to undress in the tents and 
wait for the whistle/' remarked Dpnnell dubious- 
ly. ^^They'U think it's sort of funny if '' 

**0h, well, if you're looking for trouble you'll 
find it," cut in Clavinger shortly. **You don't 
have to come, you know. But if we hang around 
here much longer some other busybody is sure to 
come along and tell us about the notice. I'm going 
to start" 

He led the way around the back of the tent, 
which was the last one in the row, and struck into 
a clump of cedars that bordered the clearing. The 
others followed closely; Bruce was somehow the 
sort others generally did follow. Ben Powell, 
bringing up the rear, found himself thinking about 
this, and for the first time in their acquaintance 
he was a little troubled. 

Of course, he told himself quickly, the notice 
had been posted only a few minutes and probably 
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more than half the camp still remAined blissfully 
ignorant of its contents. But all the same Bruce 
and the rest of them did know, and it seemed not 
exactly honorable, or like a good scout, to do what 
they were doing. 

**I suppose he just doesn't look at it that way/* 
Ben said to himself, as they emerged into the open* 
** Maybe I^m too fussy. He's a corking fellow—* 
corking!" 

In this fashion he tried to excuse the other and 
dismiss the subject from his mind, but during the 
stroll which followed he was conscious of a vague 
discomfort that made him even more silent and 
repressed than usuaL From the first day at camp 
he had been attracted by the handsome, accom- 
plished fellow and in his shy, awkward manner 
had even **made up'' to him a little. To his sur- 
prise Clavinger responded to a certain extent and 
they became friends as well as tent-mates. Ben 
had never understood what there was about him- 
self to interest a chap so brilliant and so generally 
a favorite, but he had long since given up trying 
and accepted gratefully the thing which at first 
had seemed incredible. There was always, to be 
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sure, a faint touch of tolerance in Clavinger 's man- 
ner toward the big, black-browed, quiet fellow 
whose admiration he could not help but notice. 
It was the sort of attitude which said, almost as 
plainly as words, **0f course I know he's dull and 
heavy and not thrillingly interesting, but he's a 
good hearted chap and I like him." 

K Powell noticed this he gave no sign. To him 
Bruce was a hero who could do no wrong. His 
blind allegiance had never wavered until this mo- 
ment; and even now, troubled as he was and seek- 
ing excuses and explanations for Clavinger's be- 
havior, he could not find that his liking had in any 
way lessened. 

Following the shore line, with the glinting wa- 
ters of the great bay spread out before them, the 
talk of the boys almost inevitably turned on sharks 
and presently waxed so fast and furious that none 
of them seemed to notice Powell's silence. No- 
body knew very much about the subject, but that 
did not prevent them from taking sides and ar- 
guing hotly. Hinckley and Jim Donnell supported 
Clavinger's contention that the species found in 
Northern waters was entirely harmless, and prob- 
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ably there were none in this partionlar bay any- 
way. Taggart had seen something else, or made 
up the whole story, they declared. Bitter and 
Billy Blair opposed them as a matter of principle, 
and upheld their side with such hair-raising anec- 
dotes of things they had heard and read that they 
actually succeeded in scaring themselves, besides 
arousing a certain amount of nervous apprehen- 
sion in the minds of Donnell and Hinckley. Clav- 
inger alone laughed them to scorn. When they 
returned to the forbidden bathing beach, which 
was hidden from the camp by a thick screen of 
evergreens, it was quite plain that he meant to 
carry out his purpose. 

* * Guess we won 't have time to go back to camp, ' ' 
he remarked seriously, but with a twinkle in his 
eyes, **so we may as well peel right here. Funny 
there's nobody else around. '* 

Hinckley chuckled and shrugged his shoulders. 
Powell felt a little sting go through him. Was 
this the sort of thing Bruce meant to get off when 
they were discovered, as they surely must bet He 
would much rather have had his friend openly 
break the camp rules. 
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** Well, I hope youVe thought of the risk you're 
taking/' said Bitter, settling himself comfortably 
on the sand. In spite of his airy tone there was a 
touch of seriousness in his voice* 

**Not going to join ust" queried Clavinger, 
kicking off one sneaker. ^^You would make an 
awful tasty morsel for a shark, that's a fact. If 
you'd only go in the rest of us would be quite 
safe. What's the matter, Ben? You're not 
scared, too, are you!" 

"N-o; I just don't feel like it, that's all." 

Clavinger paused, one stocking half off, and 
stared intently at the boy's serious face. Sud- 
denly his color deepened and his lips curled a 
little at the comers. 

**0h!" he murmured. **I see." And then he 
laughed unpleasantly. **I forgot we had with us 
the only really perfect scout in captivity. I'm 
surprised you could bring yourself to associate 
with such a bunch of hardened sinners — or did you 
hope by your virtuous example to win us badk to 
the straight and narrow pathT" 

Powell shrank back as if he had been struck. 
His face turned white and then a dull crimson. 
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**I don't *' he stammered. **I didn't say '' 

**0f course not/' sneered Clavinger. **You 
didn't have to say anything. Yon 're so goody- 
goody it sticks ont all over yon," He yanked off 
his stockings petnlantly and dropped the rest of 
his clothes in a heap on the sand. ^^ Better stick 
aronnd awhile till yon've made snre we've broken 
the mles and then yon can hnstle back to camp 
and report ns." 

** Bruce 1" cried Powell sharply. **Yon know 
I wouldn't " 

He broke off suddenly and bit his lips. Without 
replying, Clavinger had turned his back and was 
trotting out on the narrow spring board. For a 
moment the shapely white body stood poised 
against the deep blue sky. Then it flashed out and 
downward, and he struck the water in a perfect 
dive. 

Ben watched him with blurred eyes and a dull 
hurt in his heart The onslaught had been so 
brutal and so unexpected that it dazed him. He 
did not realize that Clavinger 's own mental dis- 
comfort might have had much to do with the flare- 
up. Conscious that he wasn't doing the right 
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thing, but too stubborn to draw back, it was not 
unnatural to vent his irritation on the fellow who 
seemed to be showing more strength of character 
than himself. 

Powell did not think of this. In a moment it 
seemed as if the friendship which meant so much 
to him had toppled into ruins like a fallen house 
of cards. Bather, it had never existed save in his 
own mind. 11 Bruce really cared for him, even in 
his careless, tolerant fashion, he could not have de- 
liberately hurt him so without a shadow of reason 
or excuse. Surely Ben had not shown himself 
the prig Clavinger made out. He had not said a 
word against the others going in. He had even 
been conscious of an awkward sense of embar- 
rassment at not joining them himself. 

Suddenly, out of the turmoil of hurt and long- 
ing and regret, came the desire to win back at any 
cost what he had lost. If he went in with the rest 
wouldn't Bruce realize that he had been too hasty, 
and perhaps make amends T It wasn't too late. 
Donnell and Hinckley, who had stripped more 
leisurely, were even now moving slowly toward 
the spring board. If he hurried 
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Instinctively the boy bent down and nntied his 
shoe laces with a jerk. Then he straightened 
slowly, face flushed and jaw squaring. He couldn't 
do it. Something within him made the thing im- 
possible — ^the action of a coward and a weakling. 
What sort of a scout would he be to deliberately 
fling overboard his principles and do a thing he 
felt to be wrong for the sake of winning another's 
approval! And what would any one's approval 
be worth winning which could be won in such a 
fashion t 

Downcast, motionless, tiie boy stood fighting out 
his brief mental battle. He was unaware of the 
curious glances and low-voiced comments of Blair 
and Bitter, sitting together a little to one side. 
For a space he did not even notice the three fel- 
lows in the water save to be conscious of their 
splashings and sputterings and occasional peals 
of laughter — ^laughter which grated somehow and 
made him feel like one apart Then Clavinger's 
voice, still sharp and a little pettish, brought his 
head up and his troubled gaze sought out the fel- 
low who had been his friend. 
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**I'm sick of this fooling,*' he heard Bruce say. 
**I'm going for one last decent swim,'* 

** Better not get out too far/' advised Hinckley 
joshingly. * * Bemember the shark. ' ' 

Glavinger disdained reply. Already he had 
headed out into the bay and was cleaving the 
water with a swift overhand stroke. Ben watched 
him wistfully, and presently a faint touch of un- 
easiness began to grip him. Spectacular as he 
was at diving and other water ** stunts,'' Bruce 
had never shown up very well when it came to long 
distances. He explained this once to Powell, who 
surpassed him immeasurably, by saying that sev- 
eral times he had been attacked with cramps and 
had learned to be careful. Suppose a cramp 
should seize him now, with scarcely any one 
around to help, thought Ben, and instantly his 
xmeasiness changed to acute worry. In troubled 
silence he watched the fellow draw further and 
further away from shore until at length he could 
not restrain himself. 

**Why doesn't he turn back?" he exclaimed 
aloud. "He's crazy to go out so far." 

"He's got more nerve than I'd have," comment- 
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ed Bitter nervously. ^^S'pose that shark should 
show up now. Where would he be then, I^d like 
to knowf 

**I wasn't thinking of that,'* returned Powell, 
who had been inclined to agree with Clavinger's 
side of the shark argument. ^^But he's liable to 
cramp, and if he should be " 

He broke off with a sharp intake of his breath. 
Out in the bay Clavinger had suddenly turned 
about and was making for the shore with a wild, 
splashing haste which told instantly of something 
wrong. For a second Ben stood rooted to the 
spot. Then he ran toward the spring board, pull- 
ing off his shirt and jerking at the buckle of his 
belt. As he paused a moment to kick off his shoes 
and slide out of the scanty shorts, a shrill, inar- 
ticulate cry of horror from Bitter spurred him on. 
It was the cramp, then, just as he had feared. 
But Bruce was still keeping up. He was even 
making progress shoreward in spite of that fran- 
tic splashing which wasted so much energy. If 
only he kept his head — 

''The shark!** screamed Blair behind him. 
''The sharkr 
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Ben's feet were on the plank before the meaning 
of the words stung into his consciousness. As he 
ran his startled gaze swept over the glinting water 
and for an instant his heart froze within him. 
Beyond the struggling Clavinger, but much nearer 
to him than the latter was to shore, something 
thrust up above the water — something thin, tri- 
angular, erect, dull gray in color, that cut through 
the little waves with swift, smooth, gliding ease. 

To Powell it seemed as if the plank slid back- 
ward under his feet. His dive was purely instinc- 
tive, but it was a fine one, wide and shallow that 
carried him well out. As he shot to the surface 
he almost collided with Ted Hinckley, but he was 
quite unconscious of the other's nearness. Out 
of that numbed daze of horror and dismay but one 
thought, one motive rose to dominate him — ^he 
must reach Clavinger before the shark did. 

What he could do then he did not know. But as 
he tore through the water with that powerful over- 
hand stroke which had won him many a race, his 
sturdy self-control began slowly to return. Little 
by little scraps of things came back to him, things 
he had read and heard, some of them part of that 
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very discussion amongst the fellows so short a 
time ago. Noise I That was the thing. Sharks 
were afraid of noises. If only he could readi 
Bruce in time there might be a chance 

His hands struck the water with an even, rhyth- 
mical slap-slap. Though he had not slackened his 
stroke, it seemed as if he were merely crawling. 
The temptation to increase his speed was almost 
irresistible, but he conquered it by a deliberate 
effort. Already he was breathing hard, and he 
knew that unless he kept back something of his 
strength he would be helpless at the crucial mo- 
ment. 

At almost every third stroke his dripping face 
flashed up out of the water and his desperate gaze 
searched the wide bay for a sight of that ominous 
fin. Twice he found it; once circling off to the 
left of where Clavinger was swimming, whereat 
he was thrilled with a hope that the creature had 
abandoned the pursuit. But the next time it was 
cutting through the ripples straight toward Bruce, 
and the sight made Powell throw caution to the 
winds. 

With every remaining ounce of strength he 
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lunged forward. His muscles ached, his lungs 
were bursting. But still he managed to send his 
weary body sizzling through the water at a racing 
speed. Then Clavinger's face flashed up before 
him, strained, white, panic-stricken, and for an in- 
stant he slowed down. 

* * Keep on, old man ! ^ ^ he gasped. * * Go straight 
ahead. 1^11 stay ^' 

He did not finish. Already Bruce had passed 
him and was laboring shoreward Ben gulped in 
the precious air, took a few long strokes forward 
and stopped with a sudden gasp. The fin had dis- 
appeared! 

The moments that followed were like nothing 
he had ever known. Cold horror gripped him by 
the throat and choked him — ^that horror of the 
unknown which is so potent and so paralyzing. 
The shark had dived and was swimming under 
water. At any moment he might feel 

For an instant he came close to screaming wild- 
ly, to beating the water with that mad frenzy 
which comes to drowning men. But just in time 
his teeth dug cruelly into his under lip and he 
jerked himself back into a semblance of sanity. 
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And then he began to shout and beat the water, 
but with a set purpose. Noise was what the crea- 
ture dreaded. He could not hope to outswim the 
beast, but in this fashion he might hold it off till 
Clavinger was safe ashore, and perhaps himself. 

Ceasing his clamor he swam shoreward a dozen 
strokes and then paused again to splash and shout. 
Again and again he did this, and each time it was 
harder to make the deliberate pause. He was pos- 
sessed by a panicky desire to speed ahead, trust- 
ing to his swiftness. Once he did let himself go 
and swam perhaps a score of strokes without stop- 
ping. When he finally forced himself to halt and 
glanced back over his shoulder, he seemed to 
glimpse under the water not a dozen yards away, 
a great gray-blue shape that struck terror to his 
heart. He splashed frantically and shouted 
hoarsely, and the thing slid away from his vision. 
But he knew it was there, lurking, waiting for a 
chance, and the remnants of his courage began to 
drain. Six: strokes was all he dared take now, 
and even those were halting and full of dread. 

He had lost all track by this time of Bruce; he 
did not even know how near or far he was himself 
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from shore. Presently he saw fhe creature again, 
nearer this time. As he strove to shout his voice 
seemed a mere croak; there was scarcely strength 
in his numbed arms to lash the water. A sudden 
splash near him brought a strangled sob to his 
lips ; the touch of something against his body made 
him cringe. 

* * All right, Ben, ^ ' said a voice in his ear. * * Just 
let yourself go.*^ 

With a long-drawn, sobbing sigh, the boy's 
weary muscles relaxed and his eyes closed. He 
was vaguely conscious of being propelled swiftly 
through the water, of the clamor of shrill voices, 
of a constant, irregular splashing all about him. 
Presently his dragging feet touched bottom and 
he made an instinctive effort to stand erect. But 
now there was a muscular arm about him which 
not only held him up but urged him forward. Then 
he felt himself lowered gently to the sand and a 
moment later he opened his eyes. 

Stripped to the waist and dripping wet, Mr. 
Wendell was bending over him. As he met Ben's 
glance, his lips curved in a curious smile that 
somehow thrilled the boy. There was pride in it, 
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tribate, appreciation, but when the man spoke his 
voice was low and matter-of-fact. 

**Better lie still for a minute or so/* he said 
quietly. * * You *re about all in/ * 

Ben nodded and his glance wandered over the 
beadu It was thronged with boys, all talking ex- 
citedly and many of them still hurling missiles at 
the water. A sudden thought struck him. 

**Did Bruce ** he began, raising his eyes. 

And then he stopped. 

The scoutmaster had stepped aside; it was Clav-^ 
inger who stood beside him holding some garments 
in his hands. His face was drawn and haggard, 
and in his eyes was a look which neither Powell 
nor any one else had ever seen there. 

**Ben ! * ' he said at length in a low, uneven voice. 

**I — I ^* He paused and bit his lips. Then 

his jaw squared. **IVe been a beast, a perfect 

beast, Ben from — ^f rom the very first. You 're 

When I think of what a chum you might have been, 

and I was fool enough Ydu'll never want to 

— ^to have anything to do with me again, but I 
had to tell you *' 

**Don*t!** Powell sat up abruptly. His physi- 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE SHARK 183 

cal weariness had suddenly left him. All the re- 
gret and longing and soreness of the afternoon 
had vanished. **Why can^t we — ^we just for- 
get all that and ** 

He paused. A sudden flash like sunlight 
swept into Clavinger's face, wiping away the hag- 
gard lines. His eyes met Powell's, longingly, in- 
credulously. 

**You don't mean you'd ever " 

Ben laughed happily. 

**Why not!'' he asked. 
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THE TBADB 

WITH cellar and window deaned, every 
bundle of old paper gathered up and 
stored away in the bam where they 
maintained their headquarters, the troop garden 
in the pink of condition, and all the lawns mowed 
and hedges clipped, the members of Troop One of 
Fayville fonnd themselves with three hours of 
leisure between school closing and dinner time on 
a Friday afternoon. Such occasions had been rare 
indeed since April with the hustling members of 
the Fayville outfit, for they had all been working 
like beavers since Easter vacation to put them- 
selves in the way of acquiring an outfit for their 
August camping trip. 

Testimony as to how well they had succeeded 
in these efforts was to be found in a certain ac- 
count of $188.60 in the Fayville bank, and with 
two months yet to go it seemed almost certain that 
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the Scouts would have the coveted $300.00 esti- 
mated as sufficient to equip the troop with camp- 
ing paraphernalia. So to a hoy they decided to 
devote those three leisure hours to the delightful 
task of looking over the sporting goods catalogues 
which they had been gathering at odd moments. 

**Wow! Our little old nest egg isn't going to 
go so very far/* said Stan Smith, the Black Bear 
Patrol leader, after a few moments. * * Look at the 
price of these blankets, six dollars a pair. Why, 
man, fourteen pair are going to cost nearly a hun- 
dred dollars. Then there are tents and cooking 
kits and — ^and— jingoes I our bank account will 
sure have a dent in it.^' 

**You bet it will,'* said Mat Lewis, leader of the 
Panther Patrol. **My idea— what did you say, 
West** 

**Why, I was just wishing we were a little 
richer. What we really should have, to be up to 
snuff, is a trek cart to carry our outfit when we 
get it. Wish we had more time on our hands and 
we could make one,** said Wes Shelton. 

**Yes, you*re right, Wes; but, hang it, man, the 
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lumber and wheels would cost about ton dollars, 
and we can^t afford it,*' answered Mat. 

**What made me think of it,'' continued Wes, 
**was that bunch of gypsies that came into town 
to-day. Did you see 'emt Regular Bonmny 
gypsies with gay-colored vans and a mob of dogs 
and horses! Biggest bunch I ever saw. They 
were all down in the front streets, trading and 
telling fortunes. But what interested me most 
was a two-wheeled trailer hitched onto the back 
of one of the vans. It would make the bulliest trek 
cart you ever laid eyes on." 

**Is that sot I didn't see a sign of 'em, but I 
haven't been down town to-day," said Mat. Then 
after a pause he smiled and spoke again: **Well, 
they are great on dickering and horse trading. 
Perhaps we can swap with 'em and get their 
trailer. How about that pile of scrap iron back 
of the bam here t That 's worth money if you could 
find a market for it. And it hasn't cost us any- 
thing. We've picked it up here and there in our 
clean-up work." 

'* There's something in what you say. Mat," ex- 
claimed Jack, **they had a flat wagon just piled 
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full of scrap iron. They We been picking it np, too, 
I suppose. And they'll find a market for it. Say, 
let's look 'em up and see if we can make a deal. 
I'U bet— what! " 

Mat interrupted by pointing down the road to- 
ward town. 

**We don't need to look 'em up. Here they 
come. They're pulling out of town now. Going 
to make camp down in Russell's meadow, I'll bet." 

Coming slowly up the hill toward headquarters 
was a cavalcade of gayly-colored gypsy vans 
crowded with bedding, cooking utensils, and un- 
kempt women and children. The shaggy, tmcur- 
ried horses were driven by slovenly black-bearded 
men, who wore rings in their ears and gaudy 'ker- 
chiefs about their necks. And behind the second 
van in line was the two-wheeled trailer Jack had 
spoken of, piled high with a collection of odds and 
ends and dirty rags. 

Slowly the wagons rattled onward until the first 
of the line was directly in front of headquarters. 
Then the bearded, dark-visaged driver looked at 
the boys and grinned. 
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<< 'Alio, yon want to trade honest '' he shonted, 
pointing toward the bam. 

**No/' shonted Mat, **we donH keep horses in 
there. Bnt we have some scrap iron we'll swap 
with yon." 

At the magic word '^swap'' the gypsy swnng 
his wagon out to the side of the road, and halted 
the rest of the caravan with a few sharp words in 
a strange tongue. Then he climbed out and came 
toward the Scouts, while children and dogs tmn- 
bled out of the rest of the vans and began to raise 
a general din. 

Eagerly the boys led the uncouth driver of the 
gypsy van around back of the bam where the scrap 
iron was piled. 

'^There it is,'' said Mat, '^and well make a 
trade for the little trailer you have behind the 
second wagon." 

The gypsy's black eyes narrowed as he sized up 
the scrap iron and then glanced at the trailer. 

* ' Sure I swap. You give eight dollars to boot, ' ' 
he said after a moment. 

"Eight what I" exclaimed Mat. 
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**Eight dollars to boot. Fine cart,'* said the 
gypsy. 

**Aw, get out! We might give you a dollar to 
boot, but not -** 

**Who this iron belong tof interrupted the 
gypsy. 

"It belongs to us, of course,'^ said Mat. 

"Huh, I no trade, only for eight dollar to boot,*' 
said the gypsy. 

"Nope; one to boot,*' said Mat 

"No trade, good-by," said the gypsy, and with- 
out another word, he walked over to his van, gave 
a few sharp orders and presently the cavalcade 
was under way, the prospective trek cart wander- 
ing off with the rest of the outfit. 

"Aw, rats!*' said Mat, disgustedly, "just our 
luck. But I don't call him much of a trader, do 
yout He acted mighty funny.** 

"I think so, too,** said Stan Smith, as he threw 
himself on the ground and began to go through 
a catalogue again. Then because there was noth- 
ing else in particular to do, the rest of the boys 
followed his example and remained thus pleasant- 
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ly occupied until the mill whistles announced the 
hour of six. 

Next morning Mat Lewis was conscious of the 
fact that he had overslept He awoke a half hour 
later than usual, but realizing that it was Satur- 
day and that there was very little work for him 
to do, he decided to steal another half hour's sleep 
before hurrying down to breakfast. Feeling de- 
liciously dozy and care-free, he was just closing 
his eyes again for another snooze when he was 
startled by the noise of a handful of i)ebbles rat- 
tling in through his open window. Outside some 
one was shouting, **B[i, Mat! Come on, hurry 
down! Our whole pile of scrap iron is gone. 
Some one came along and stole it last night; 
walked off with every bit of it !*' 

**Whatf " exclaimed Mat incredulously. 

** Yes, sir, it's all gone. Those thieving gypsies 
did it, too, I'll bet. That's why the old, pirate 
wasn't so anxious to trade yesterday. He figured 
he could get the whole thing for nothing. We're 
all going out to their camp in Russell's meadow, 
and if we don't get the iron back we'll know the 
reason why. Come on 1 Hurry 1 ' ' 
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Mat hurried. He broke all his own previous 
records for dressing and appeared in the dining 
room pulling on his scout jacket. He broke some 
eating records, too, for he disposed of a full sized 
meal and, although he was the last one at the table, 
he was the first to ask to be excused. 

Stan Smith, Wes Shelton, Ted, Jack and several 
other Scouts were waiting for him in the front 
yard when he came out, and by the time they 
reached headquarters the rest of the troop had 
been rounded up. Scout staffs were shouldered, 
and one or two grimly belted on their scout hatch- 
ets. They took to the high road and started off 
with a swinging stride on the two-mile hike to 
Russell's meadow. Every boy was stirred to the 
height of his indignation by the mean trick that 
the thieving gypsies had played on them, and all 
were determined to get their property hack^ re- 
gardless of consequences. 

^*By jingoes, if we don't get it back,** said Wes, 
**we'll get the constable after them.*' 

**I think we should have spoken to him first/' 
said Stan Smith. 

^^Well, I don't know. We are not absolutely 
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sure that they have the iron, and it wonld look fine 
to go to the constable with a long story and have 
him hike ont here jnst to find ont we only guessed 
who the thieves were, wouldn't it? We'll go to 
their camp and look around. They can't hide all 
that iron very welL We'll be able to recognize 
that old stove top and the broken car wheel the 
section gang gave us. Then if we see any signs of 
it, well tell 'em we want it all back. And if they 
don't come up with it, then it's time enough to go 
to the constable." 

Russell's meadow was a pretty glade surround- 
ed by a belt of woods just off the main road. It 
was reached by a wood road and was the camping 
ground of every band of gypsies in their wander- 
ings south from FayviUe. 

In three-quarters of an hour the boys swung 
into the wood road. Recent wagon tracks indi- 
cated that the gypsies had used it, but Jack Wes- 
cott and Ted Moore, the real woodsmen of the 
troop, appeared to find something that bothered 
them in the hoofprints in the soft earth. 

**Look here," said Jack, *" these gypsies went 
in last night all right for there are hoofprints 
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pointing in. But here are fresh hoofprints going 
out. Do you suppose they could have broken camp 
already?** 

**No,** said Ted studying the tracks closely, 
**they all went in last night, but they didn^t all 
come out this morning. See, here*s a horse with 
a broken shoe going in, but there isn't a broken 
shoe mark coming out anywhere. I'll bet the men 
all pulled out with the heavy stuff this morning 
and left the women and children to break camp 
and follow. That's the way the Indians used to 
do. Come on, we'll see." 

Ted was right. Of the big caravan of yesterday 
but three wagons remained in the clearing, and 
those were fast being loaded with odds and ends 
of camp equipment by a horde of women and chil- 
dren. Not a man was to be seen. 

**Huh, they're gone, sure's you live, and our 
scrap iron has gone with 'em," said Wes, dis- 
gustedly. 

**Well, we mi^t swoop down and run off with 
their pack of dogs," said Jack with a smile, 
** they've got enough of them. Look at them. 
They are as thick as fleas. There's a bunch fight- 
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ing over there in one comet. Listen to the hub* 
bub they're raising. I— I — ^ crackey, Mat, what's 
the matter? Look at them all running; dogs too! 
They are afraid of that big dog. Say, doesn't he 
act queer? He's — ^he's chasing — ^fellows, that 
dog's mad; plumb mad. Look how he's acting and 
look how frightened the women and children are. 
He 'U bite some one sure. Conxe on, they need help. 
If that beast runs amuck, he'll kill some one." 

Frothing at the mouth and snarling and yelping 
in an ugly manner, a great, tawny shepherd dog 
plunged here and there among the dogs, snapping 
at them viciously. Women and children crying 
out in fear, scattered in all directions before him, 
taking refuge in the half-loaded vans or dodging 
off into the woods. It was evident that something 
must be done quickly. 

**It's up to us, fellows," shouted Mat. **Strip 
your coats off and wind 'em around your left 
arms — ^you know how — quick, now! That's it. 
We'll get between him and them, then surround 
him and kill him!" he directed. 

Fourteen lads with their left arms swathed in 
khaki coats and brandishing scout staffs or 
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hatdietSy plunged into the open. Like a troop of 
infantry they charged across the meadow toward 
the rabid animal. 

The shout they raised caught the dog's atten- 
tion immediately. For a moment he paused, his 
blazing eyes fastened on the line of Scouts, then 
his madness surged through him again and he 
charged straight at the leader, who was Mat. On 
he came, running close to the ground, his red 
mouth dripping, his yellow fangs bared. He 
looked for all the world like a big wolf, and Mat's 
heart almost stopped as he realized that the ani- 
mal had singled him out for an attack. 

But with short hatchet gripped hard and his 
guard up, he raced toward the dog. He knew 
that a scratch from the animal's teeth meant al- 
most certain death. 

The dog was but a few yards away. In a mo- 
ment he would spring. Mat screwed his courage 
up another notch and prepared to meet the impact 
of his plunge. Up leapt the dog, his foaming 
mouth open, ready to bury his teeth in Mat's 
throat. The Scout rushed forward swiftly and 
thrusting out his left arm, he crowded the khaki 
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ooat into the animal's mouth. At the same mo- 
ment he swung his hatdiet, laying the dog's shoul- 
der open to the hone. 

With howls of rage and pain the animal let go 
of his hold on Mat's arm and dropped to the 
ground. But Jack Wescott, with a dexterous 
swing of his scout staff, howled him over and over 
before he could get set to spring again. Then 
while he rolled about on the ground, the Scouts 
closed in around him and scout staffs rained blow 
after blow upon him until he lay a helpless quiver- 
ing thing which Mat put out of misery with a 
stroke of his hatchet. 

The gjrpsy women and children gathered swift- 
ly about the Scouts, smiling and gesticulating and 
thanking them in broken English, and one, a great 
stout woman, dressed more gaily than the rest, 
crowded forward and looked sharply at Mat 

**You the boy who swap-trade with my Eomy 
yesterday?" she inquired. 

**No, I didn't swap-trade, but I tried to. Then 
he came back last night and stole our scrap iron,'' 
said Mat, bitterly. 

**Oh-hol He steal your iron. Well, him, my 
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Bomy; husband, you call him. Him king, me 
queen. I say he give you back what he steal and 
he do it sure as the sun rise to-morrow,'' she said 
with authority. 

The gypsy queen kept her word. Two mornings 
later Mat had occasion to go to headquarters 
early, before the first sdbiool bell. There in front 
of the bam he found the little two-wheeled gypsy 
trailer laden down with a great heap of rusty 
scrap iron. Conspicuous in the load was a broken 
car wheel and the top of a coal stove. And tacked 
to the side of the wagon Mat f oimd the following 
note: What a Romany gypsy steals from his 
friend he gives back with interest. 
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STAGGEEING under his heavy pack, Alan 
Worth plodded over the bog-like moss, and 
so benumbed with weariness was he that he 
noted nothing of his snrromidings. He was bare- 
ly conscious of his companion and partner, old 
James Healy, whose load was even heavier, in- 
cluding in addition, as it did, pick and shovel; and 
he had even surreptitiously slipped the gold-pan 
off Alan's pack to lighten it. 

It lacked twenty minutes to twelve, midnight, 
and still broad daylight; for it was hardly above a 
hundred miles to the Arctic Circle that Alan had 
got himself — and early July. The sun set shortly 
before twelve, by cuddling in behind a mountain 
to the north; and very soon it came out on the 
other side of the peak to say **Good morning.'' 
But Alan gave no heed. He had been on his feet 
for ten hours, ever going toward the North Pole. 
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"Well, it's all very well to be dogged, bb I see 
you are, Alan, lad,'' finally came from Mr. Healy, 
"but I see you're just tuckered out, though you 
don't say so. Let us rest." And he threw oflF 
his heavy burden beside a small stream. 

For answer Alan allowed his trembling legs to 
double up under him, and he leaned against his 
pack, without removing it from his shoulders, and 
fell into a heavy sleep. 

The old miner presently loosed the straps and 
laid the boy's head on a blanket, without arousing 
him, and then himself stretched out for a bit of a 
snooze. 

When Alan awoke, after two in the morning, 
the Arctic sun was hot on his face. His com- 
panion had a fire of willow twigs, and was pre- 
paring beans, bacon and coffee. 

"I was tired," greeted Alan. 

"That you were, my boy," said the other. 
"This moss-trotting is not so easy as good hard 
roads — and a pack's tormenting." 

When the meal had been eaten Mr. Healy took 
up pick, shovel and pan, and said: 

"I think I'll try a few pans in this creek. This 
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is Spring Creek, I see by the paper in that stake 
below/' 

With the pick the old miner loosened some rock 
by the water, and Alan shoveled it into the pan. 
The other then dipped all into the stream and 
whirled the water within till he had washed out 
all but a bit of black sand in the bottom. 

** Just a few * colors,' '' said he, pointing out a 
couple of wee flakes of yellow gold amongst the 
black grains in the pan. 

Young as he was, Alan showed no more enUiu- 
siasm in the gold search than the old case-hard- 
ened miner; he, too, took it only as a matter of 
business. Although the boy did his share of the 
work without lagging, and pushed on without wa- 
vering, it was witii a kind of grimness — ^with no 
whit of the cheerfulness that lightens labor. Dur- 
ing all those days since he started on this quest, he 
had never been seen to smile — ^and he was a scout, 
too. But there was that which took all the joy 
out of life for him. 

And now, leaving these two beside the stream in 
the gold country, let us see what it is ails Alan. 
We will go far back *'in the States''— as the 
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miners in Alaska say — ^to a town on the Ohio 
Eiver, where Alan Worth lived with his parents 
and a younger sister. His elder sister had mar- 
ried and gone to live in Oregon, Alan was fif- 
teen, in his first year in high school^ and a member 
of the First Troop of Boy Scouts in the town, and 
preparing to win his first class scout badge. 

For how long it had been he could not have told^ 
but he had a yearning for bigger things than his 
home town seemed to offer. He wanted to make 
for himself a bigger place than one in his father's 
store, where he knew it was planned to establish 
him when his school days should be over. 

The climax came on Thanksgiving Day. Alan 
was dressing for church. His father in an ad- 
joining room overheard him talking to his sister. 
He said many things to show his state of mind. 
Among them — **I'd like to know what I've got to 
be thankful for. * * * Anyway, I'm going to do 
something better than stick around in that old 
store." 

Then his father came into the room, his face 
flushed. And he said some pretty harsh things, 
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however true they might be, and spoken with a 
good purpose, 

Thongh Alan did not answer back, he said cer- 
tain things within, and being possessed of an ob- 
stinacy like his father's, there grew between the 
two a kind of barrier. Alan felt his father could 
not understand his ambitions, so he did not discuss 
them with him. But he determined when he got 
the chance he would show him what he could do. 

Well, the breach grew. Between Christmas and 
New Year's Day, Alan, obtaining an unwilling 
consent, packed up and started west. His ticket 
read, ** Portland, Oregon," the home of his sister. 

**Now, we'll see what you can do better than a 
place in the store," said his father. ** You've 

enough money for several months. Eemember, I 

« 

don't give my approval to this thing. And don't 
you leave Portland without my consent." 

It was a tearful mother and sister that bade him 
good-bye. His scoutmaster told him to take along 
his uniform, and keep his HANDBOOK with him, 
and to remember that he was a scout, and he prom- 
ised. 

In Portland, after a week's visit, he set out to 
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look up a ** situation'' that would put him in the 
way of things worth while. He didn't expect it 
would be easy, but he was unprepared for the re- 
buffs he got. If he was not too young it was al- 
ways — ^**What can you dot" and often a laugh at 
his inability to answer. 

The sending of letters home got to be seldom, 
since he waited to report success. After some 
weeks, hating to admit failure, he got to avoiding 
any talk in his sister's home regarding his prog- 
ress ; so that her husband began to suspect that he 
was frittering away his time, merely sightseeing, 
or otherwise amusing himself. Then, one night 
when it was believed he was sound asleep in his 
bed, he heard this conversation: 

**I say, Marg., it appears to me that brother of 
yours is just on pleasure bent." 

**Well, he hasn't said anything lately about 
what he is doing," Alan heard his sister reply. 

**If he isn't going to get that wonderful job of 
his," said the other, **nor go to school, it's pretty 
near time we were packing him off home. You 
know what your father said in his letter." 

**Yes," came the reply, but in a doubtful tone, 
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and Alan began to hope that his sister was about 
to defend him. Bnt she went on to say, '^I'm 
afraid it's like father said it wonld be. I'll speak 
to Alan in the morning." 

Alan felt his heart sink inside him. ** They 're 
all going to try to down me," he said. Then, very 
wakeful, he lay thinking for a long time— over his 
clash with his father; over his unhappy search 
for a position; and then the talk of his sister and 
her husband. He felt they were all in a conspiracy 
against him. **And they're writing back and 
forth about me," he said to himself. He finally 
worked himself into a fever of resentment. At 
last he made up his mind what he would do. '^I'll 
show them," he said. 

When he heard the clock below stairs sound one 
he crawled out of his bed, made a light, dressed, 
dug into his trunk, and packed his suitcase. He 
put in his scout uniform and HANDBOOK. Blow- 
ing out the light, he slipped carefully down the 
stairs — out through the gate. **I'll show them," 
he said, as he hurried off in the night. 

Alan walked to a small station three miles out 
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of the city, waited for the four o'clock train, and 
in a few hours set foot in Seattle. 

Then came days and days of search again for 
a position. He sent his mother a line to let her 
know that he was well, but not a word of his pros- 
pects. His money gave out at last, and in despera- 
tion he accepted a position as bellboy in a hotel. 

Much of his spare time he spent among the 
wharves on the bay front, where many vessels 
were loading for Alaska. And one day, as he sat 
on a mooring-post, hating his job, and thinking, 
though wrongly, how his father would gloat over 
his menial position, he fell in talk with an old 
miner, James Healy, who had lost a partner who 
was to have accompanied him into the gold coun- 
try in Alaska. The old miner offered Alan his 
partner's ticket and outfit, to be paid for when 
they made their gold strike. Said the miner : 

^*You seem just the lad I need, though a bit 
young. But it's company and an honest comrade 
I want; I can hold the heavy end." 

After a long voyage across Bering Sea, with 
rough weather and worse food, Alan set foot on 
the beach of Nome, Alaska — ^the beach heralded 
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long ago as paved vnth gold. Then came for Alan 
periods of such physical torment as he had never 
dreamed to experience. To trudge mile on mile 
along the hard, smooth sand beach, with thirty 
pounds on his back, soon became rack enough; 
but when it came finally to plodding through the 
soft moss of the tundra, at times uphill, to cross 
a divide, he could wish for nothing so much as to 
sink down in his tracks and seek non-existence in 
unconsciousness, let all else be renounced. But 
recollection would come, and he would again 
buckle to, grit his teeth, and with never a murmur, 
set his feet forward; for he had promised to 
** show them.*' 

Wherever these two gold seekers went they 
found the ground all claimed; there was no place 
they could set a pick on their own account Then, 
finally, after weeks of discouraging search, they 
decided to go back farther into the Arctic moun- 
tains. They returned to Nome and revictualed in 
accordance. It was on their renewed quest for 
gold that we left them. 

**Well, there's little profit prospecting on an* 
other man's ground," said the old miner, as he 
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emptied the contents of the pan into the stream. 
**The summer's short in this country; we must 
get on.'' 

So Alan again took up his heavy pack and 
turned his cheerless yet resolute face northward. 
Mile after mile they went, avoiding speech to hus- 
band the breath. They followed the course of the 
stream, which had its fountain in the mountains 
before theuL 

Alan had never seen a region so barren. 
Though deep moss was everywhere, and wild flow- 
ers, such as he had never seen, grew on the slopes, 
there was not a tree you could call such; only a 
species of willow brush, the thickest like his wrist. 

But Alan turned no interested eye on all this. 
His mind as well as his body was racked. The 
only word he had sent home was a short, non-ex- 
planatory note to his mother, from Nome, merely 
telling of his health, and avoiding any reference 
to his father. And now he had begun to have an 
uncomfortable feeling that he had not given his 
father exactly a square deal. His leaving home 
was against his father's judgment, and he had left 
his sister's house against his father's strict man- 
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date, however strong the incentive had seemed to 
him. The discomfort in his mind seemed to grow 
worse with every step, and he got to npbraiding 
himself with being a fool to leave home, which be- 
gan to seem quite the most desirable spot on earth. 
Anyway, if he only had his father's good will! 

By noon the two were arrived in a gulch in the 
mountains, near the top of the ridge. Here they 
rested and renewed strength on beans, bacon and 
a flapjack. And after some hours' rest, again 
came the laborious climbing till the summit of the 
divide was made. 

There opened before the two comrades a great 
expanse of country; the vastness of it awed the 
boy. It was leaf -lined with streams, and in the 
distance dim chains of hills — barren-topped — 
which hemmed in the great basin all about. The 
march downward was made with much less labor, 
but the same music and nerve racking came again 
only too soon. As it neared midnight, Alan found 
himself wading in dew-wet willows, and he was 
soon drenched to the waist. Then soon, at a signal 
from old Mr. Healy, he threw himself down on his 
blanket in exhaustion. 
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The sun was just touching the northern hills be- 
fore making his climb into the sky again. There 
was no moment of darkness in the whole twenty- 
four hours; he might have studied his HAND- 
BOOK at twelve, midnight. 

When the journey was again resumed it was 
now down to a creek bed, a fording, then up over 
a bit of a divide, down again through the moss, a 
pushing through the willows, more wading, and 
more climbing — ^till at last came the word from 
the old miner : 

**Well, Alan lad, we should now be far enough 
in to find something or other that we can stake 
for our own. We better make our camp on this 
creek, and see if we can't find at least a 'fraction' 
somewhere.'' 

In three hours they were astir again. Leaving 
their packs beside the stream they moved down 
its course, and hadn't far to go till they came upon 
an * Initial Claim-stake' close to the water. Mr. 
Healy took a folded paper from its deft top and 
read aloud: 

** 'Number Twenty-one above Discovery, on 
Canon Creek, a tributary of Iron Eiver.' Ah,** 



Digitized by 



Google 



210 BOY SCOUTS COURAaEOUS 

said Mr. Healy, '^that makes us five miles above 
Discovery Claim/' 

Then Alan could hear the old miner mumbling 
the numbers as he paced the distance down to the 
next Initial Stake. 

**Five hundred and twenty-eight steps,'* he 
said; ** thirteen hundred and twenty feet That's 
carefxdly measured — ^no spare ground there." 

Seeing a questioning look in Alan's face, the 
old miner explained : 

*'You see, the laws allows a claim of twenty 
acres — 1,320 feet long, up and down the creek (660 
feet wide), and sometimes a locator will pace off 
too much ground, and the next locator sets his In- 
itial Stake where the first stopped. Well, sooner 
or later the Mining Inspector wiU set the first lo- 
cator's upper stakes back where they belong, and 
the ground thus left between the two claims be- 
comes a 'fraction.' Whoever finds that condition 
can stake that fraction and record it as his own." 

As Mr. Healy measured on down the creek, Alan 
began to count his paces as well, and soon learned 
to gauge his steps to two and one-half feet. A 
mile below they passed a smaller stream (Dexter 
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Creek) that flowed into Canon Creek from the 
left, and they continued past Discovery Claim on 
down to the confluence with Iron River, but with- 
out finding a fraction large enough to be worth 
while. They retraced their steps, and, after a 
meal, they took their packs to the smaller creek — 
Dexter — ^where again they began measuring claims 
by pacing. A mile and a half up Dexter Creek 
they discovered a fraction — 550 feet up and down 
the stream. 

*'Well, lad, at last weVe found something we 
can name our own. This will have to be called, 
'Fraction No. 6 A above, on Dexter Creek, a tribu- 
tary of Canon Creek, which is a tributary of Iron 
River. And it^s as likely looking ground as we've 
seen.'' 

The old miner spoke in a cheerful tone, in the 
attempt to instill a little spirit in Alan, whose de- 
pression had begun to alarm him. 

But though Alan set willingly to work to out 
the five claim stakes from a dump of willows, 
while Mr. Healy got out sheets of paper and wrote 
the Location Notices, there was no sprightliness 
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in his movements. "I fear the lad is getting ^cold 
feet,' '' the old miner said to himself. 

But it was not discouragement over prospects, 
nor even so much homesickness that weighed so 
heavily on Alan. His mind was much on his father 
and what he might be thinking of his son, who had 
so shabbily frowned on his good counsels, and 
who had embarked on this wild venture into the 
far north without either a **by your leave,*' or so 
much as a warning. 

The little tent was set up and a mining camp 
established. Then came days of delving with pick 
and shovel in the creek bed for signs of gold. All 
up and down the claim they washed roc^ and sand, 
but not so much as a wee color showed in the pan. 

**Well,'' finally said the old miner, one day, 
** we'll have to sink a hole to bed-rock on one side, 
and perhaps we'll find a pay-streak." 

So a hundred feet away from the water they be- 
gan to dig a prospect hole. It was not so hard 
through the clay and some wash gravel, but at 
four feet the pick struck frozen ground; it felt to 
Ala n like digging into iron. Bit by bit was got 
loose by the pick and thrown out by the shoveL 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN THE LAND OF GOLD 213 

Alan took his turn at the digging with desperate 
vigor, with a doggedness that puzzled the old 
miner; for low-spirited though Alan was, there 
was never a word of giving up. 

They worked mostly through the night, as it 
was broad daylight all of the time, and slept 
through the middle of the day, which was quite 
warm. They reached bed-rock at last, and the 
dirt was carried to the creek and washed in the 
pan carefully— but never a color! Alan began 
secretly to feel that this non-success was his pun- 
ishment, and that the old miner, through associa- 
tion with him, was likewise suffering chastise- 
ment, which — ^unlike Alan himself — he did not 
deserve. 

During the time he was tormenting himself with 
such thoughts, Alan came upon his Scout HAND- 
BOOK. He turned to the Scout oath. * * * ''On 
my honor * * * to obey the scout law." Then he 
looked on the opposite page. There things stood 
out: '*A scout's honor is to be trusted. * * * He 
is loyal to * * * his home and parents * * * 
and shares the home duties * * * he obeys his 
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parentcu * * * A scout is cheerful/* And he 
had taken the oath to obey this law. There 
in the Alaska vastness he held up his three fingers 
as he recollected. And now how had he kept this 
pledget Something seemed to tumble all about 
within at the thought. 

With great labor they sunk another hole on the 
opposite side of the creek, and with like unhappy 
result. Then while at work in a thirds they became 
conscious that the grub was running low. But it 
was not till they got their first sight of other pros- 
pectors, who, with four pack horses, went by on 
their way to Babbit Creek, six miles away, that 
Mr. Healy suggested that he had better make a 
trip to Nome for more provisions. 

**Tou will have company within seven miles till 
I get back," he said. 

T?he old miner was to start toward evening, 
after the day^s rest. But Alan did not dose his 
eyes as usual that day. When the other showed 
by his heavy breathing that he was asleep, Alan 
crawled from his blankets, got out paper and pen^ 
cil and began to write : 
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Dear Father: 

I am sorry for what I have done. I know you were 
right in what you said. Everything looks different to 
me now. I couldn't find work as I expected. And I 
heard Marg. and George talking about me, and it made 
me angry. But I shouldn't have gone off. I am with 
an old miner, Mr. James Healy, in the mountains north 
of Nome. We have a claim, but haven't found any gold 
yet. 

I will come home any time you say, and 111 be satis- 
fied to go to school — ^and go into the store. But I would 
like to stay a while and try to make something out of 
here first, if you don't mind. Mr. Healy is a very good 
man. He is going to Nome for grub to-day. 

Love to mother and sister and to you. 

Your son, 
Alan. 

The letter finished, Alan crawled back to his 
blanket feeling that something heavy had eased 
up somewhere inside. He just then f uUy realized 
what had made him feel so unhappy for so long. 

When the old miner awoke he was not a little 
puzzled over the diange in Alan's appearance; 
and when he was ready to start for Nome, and the 
letter was handed to him, he began to suspect. 
And then Alan told him about his home affairs, 
freely confessing his mistakes. 

**You have done quite right, *' said Mr. Healy. 
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**Your father will be quite happy over this let- 
ter/' 

As the old miner ** mushed** on toward Nome 
he decided himself to write a letter to Alan's 
father^ for he felt that he could give a good ac- 
count of the boy. 

Left alone, Alan fished out and put on his scout 
unif orm, and then delved in the new prospect hole. 
It was with a blithe heart, and so with increased 
vigor, that he swung his tools. He even whistled 
in time with the ring of the pick in the frozen 
ground. On the second day, after doing what he 
knew to be a fair day's work, he decided to explore 
a little of the region to the north and east of Dex- 
ter Creek; he had got a new interest in his sur- 
roundings. So, accordingly, he set off, hoping at 
the same time to get a glimpse of the prospectors 
over on Babbit Creek. 

But Alan had covered less than two miles, and 
had just met with some marshy ground when a 
sound— between rumbling and splashing— got his 
ear. As Alan advanced he could hear distinctly 
the sound of splashing water, but no sign of a 
stream could he see until suddenly he found him- 
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self on the edge of a steep little canon. Just to 
the left, hidden between clumps of willows, was 
a wonderful little cascade, the water tumbling 
down thirty feet and forming a brisk little stream 
which flashed along at the bottom of its narrow 
channeL 

After some search Alan found a place in the 
canon wall, down which he could crawl to the 
stream below. Then, hardly a half mile down- 
ward, he came to where the waters of the creek 
disappeared under rocks, and the canon came to an 
end in the high wall. Nowhere was there a claim- 
stake, search carefully as he did. Alan's heart 
jumped within him as the realization came to him. 
He had discovered a new creek, missed by all the 
rest! 

Alan hurriedly scrambled out to the top of the 
canon and went at scout's pace back to camp. 
Taking up ax, pick, shovel and pan, he tramped 
back to his new find, and in a few hours, pacing 
both down in the bottom and up on the banks, out- 
side the canon, he had measured off his twenty 
acres, taking in the falls. He set his Initial Stake 
at the lower end of the claim near the stream; 
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and in the top of the stake he made a little split 
to hold his Location Notice, which he wrote with 
his indelible pencil, as follows : 

NoncB OF Location — ^Placer Claim. 

Notice is hereby given, that the undersigned, in com- 
pliance with the requirements of the Revised Statutes of 
the United States, has this day located the following 
described Placer Mining Ground, viz. : 

Commencing at the Initial Stake, where a copy of this 
notice is posted, thence running 330 feet in a northerly 
direction to Corner Stake No. 1; thence running 1,320 
feet in a westerly direction to Comer Stake No. 2; 
thence running 660 feet in a southerly direction to 
Comer Stake No. 3; thence running 1,320 feet in an 
easterly direction to Comer Stake No. 4; thence run- 
ning 330 feet to the Initial Stake, or place of beginning; 
situated in the Golden Gate Mining District, Northwest- 
em Alaska. This claim shall be known as Discovery 
Claim, on Cascade Creek, a tributary of Iron River, 
Northwestern Alaska. Located July 17, 19... 

Locator, 

Alan Wobth. 

Witness. 

Alan prepared a copy of the Notice, to be taken 
for record to the recorder's office for the district; 
Mr. Healy would sign as witness. 

There was hardly enough left of the bit of canon 
for another fnll claim for Mr. Healy, but that 
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troubled Alan little, for there was a plenty of 
ground for the two, if they found gold. 

Alan lost little time in getting a little pile of 
rook and sand into the miner's pan from the edge 
of the water; and when he had washed all out but 
a dash of black sand in the bottom, he watched 
eagerly as he set the water whirling in the pan 
again, and then presently a tiny flake of yellow 
gold peeked out of the black. 

A second pan he washed, and it yielded three 
colors, and out of a dozen, more than half showed 
gold. But Alan had learned enough of gold pros- 
pecting to know that that was no evidence of gold 
in paying quantity. He knew that it was neces- 
sary to find a streak of dirt that should yield sev- 
eral cents to each pan before it should have ndn- 
ing value. 

He kept at his prospecting that night and the 
following with no better nor worse results. On 
the third night he struck in his pick at the edge qf 
a basin, a hundred yards below the falls, and the 
first pan washed down to an abundance of black 
sand. Alan sent the water spinning around in 
the pan, watching for colors. And then almost 
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X>opped into view a chunk of yellow as big as a 
nail-heacL He pounced on it, and he danced on 
the edge of the pool as he held the beautiful wee 
lump of a nugget before his glad eyes. He felt 
that, even though he might never find another, 
that bit would pay him in some sense for all his 
suffering. 

Pan after pan he washed; but though he found 
coarse flakes, there were none even so large as the 
first 

When he got back to camp, he found Mr. Healy 
already returned an hour, and not a little puzzled 
over Alan's absence. "When Alan exhibited the 
little nugget, he marveled. 

'^Well, Alan, lad," he said, as he took it in his 
hand, ^4t looks like you have been making dis- 
coveries. And where, my boy, did you find that ! ' ' 

**0n Cascade Creek," said Alan. 

** Cascade Creek," said the old miner, cogita- 
ting. Then he got out a map of the region and 
examined it carefully, while Alan smiled his satis- 
faction. 

**I don't see any Cascade Creek on the map," 
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said the puzzled Mr. Healy, knitting his hrows in 
his search. 

'*We^re going to put it there/* said Alan. 

''Ah, 'put it there V^ quoted the old miner, look- 
ing up, wonder still in his face. ' 'And so you have 
been discovering a new creek f 

Alan exhibited the copy of the location notice. 

"Quite correct, '* said the old miner, when he 
had read. "We must have a look at this creef 

His wonder was not lessened when he had in- 
spected that wee canon hidden amongst the wil- 
lows. 

"No wonder it was not sooner seen,'' said he. 

The two moved camp to Cascade Creek, and 
journeyed to the recorder's office, eight miles or 
more distant, on Pilgrim Biver, to place their 
claims on record. As they reached the summit of 
the divide that gave them a view of Pilgrim Eiver 
to the north, they could see the tents of the miners 
down on Babbit Creek, and on their return jour- 
ney they made a detour that brought them into 
that camp. 

Sluice-boxes and hose were already in place, 
and there was every evidence that there was, here, 
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no lack of resources for extensive mining activity. 
The two friends had some talk with the superin- 
tendent, who, on learning of Alan's find, volun- 
teered the statement that, should they find gold 
at all in paying quantity, he was prepared to make 
them a cash offer for their claims, based on the 
yield of gold per pan. 

Thanking him, Alan and his old comrade 
*'mushed'' back to their own diggings. When 
they again got their tools in hand, prepared for 
serious work, the old miner said: 

**Now, then, my boy, we must get at this thing 
systematically. We will begin by digging trenches 
from this pool — ^where you found your coarse bit — 
outward, keeping down to bedrock/' 

They put vigor into pick and shovel, giving to 
their labors the hours between seven in the even- 
ing and six in the morning. Alan did his turn in 
a manner that would both have surprised and 
pleased his father. Each morning, near the end 
of the period of labor, they would attack the pile 
of pay-dirt, taken from bed rock, and wash out all 
but the black sand, from which they carefully 
picked the little grains of gold-dust, which at the 
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end of two weeks yielded an average of two cents 
to the pan. August had come; the sun had begun 
to sink lower each night, leaving a chiU behind. 
Before another week had passed a misty rain came 
to add to the chill air, and the working hours were 
changed to daytime. 

Near the end of the month the two miners took 
stod^ of their resources. Each had in his ^^poke'' 
a little over five ounces of gold-dust. 

^^At sixteen dollars an ounce, you can see what 
that means, ^ ^ said the old miner. * * We have made 
nearly three dollars a day apiece. Now, Alan, 
boy, I have been thinking. In a few weeks this 
creek will be frozen, and it will be nine months 
before we can resume operations. There is a lit- 
tle fortune here, but the ground is not rich enough 
for our kind of mining; it will take much more ex- 
tensive apparatus to get the gold out in paying 
quantities ; I am sure your folks will want to see 
you back home this fall; I propose that we seek 
an offer from our friends over on Eabbit" 

** You know best, Mr. Healy,'' said Alan. '*IVe 
learned enough to take advice of those who have 
had more experience." 
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So, in another two days, a force of six men and 
the superintendent from Babbit were sinking pros- 
pect holes on Cascade, with the resnlt that three 
days later the superintendent approached Alan 
and Mr. Healy with an offer of $2,500 cash and 
an eighth interest in their claims. 

'*IVe an idea this young lad will like to keep 
an interest in his first discovery,'' smiled the good- 
natured superintendent. 

Alan's eyes gave corroboration to this state^ 
ment. 

A short conference between the old miner and 
Alan settled the matter. The offer was accepted, 
the papers made out and signed, and Alan cotdd 
say that the claim he had discovered and staked 
himself was still part his own. 

As the two comrades ** mushed" back toward 
Nome Alan bore a lightened pack, a cheerful face, 
a roll of bills totaling $1,250, and a little poke of 
gold-dust weighing a fraction over five ounces and 
representing very hard work. This he promised 
himself to keep for many a day. 

At Nome Alan found awaiting him a letter from 
his father. **I cannot convey to you, my son,'' 
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a part read, **aay proper idea of the pleasure I 
got from your letter — ^to think you have come to 
realize the truth of things as they are. And Mn 
Healy's letter assures me of your strong char- 
acter. I freely forgive your mistake, and I must 
confess that I am glad of the expedition, which 
for many another might have proved disastrous. 
Be sure to come home to us this f aU. Drop the 
gold-seeking long before the cold comes, no mat- 
ter what the prospects may seem; it is a very pre- 
carious occupation at best." And more in like 
tone. 

After two weeks' study of mining operations on 
the creeks and beach Alan said a warm good-bye 
to his old comrade, whose last word was this : 

* * I'm very glad for you, my boy. I wish I might 
go back to your age. It's many, many years ago 
that I started out expecting to make my strike in 
one season. I haven't made it yet. And now I'm 
unfit for anything but just this prospecting and 
hoping." 

Then Alan sailed in a ship for **The States." 

What with the long voyage, some travel on the 
north Pacific coast, and a few weeks' visit with his 
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sister in Portland, it was on Christmas Eve that 
Alan felt the tender arm of his mother about his 
neck and the warm clasp of his father's hand. 

Alan had been very quiet about his doings on 
Cascade Creek, far back in the north; and the 
others, fearing to touch a sore spot, had refrained 
from questioning him. So, when the Christmas 
goose had been attended to, the mother, sister and 
father looked on with wondering eyes when the 
prodigal loosed the string of his poke and poured 
the gold-dust onto a plate. It was then he un- 
buckled a belt from his waist, got out a packet of 
bills counting up $1,000 and pushed it over to his 
father with the words : 

* * Put that into the store, father. I mean always 
to stay with you; and I don't want to go far away 
again till we can all go together.'' 

Early Christmas morning Alan put on his scout 
uniform and went to meet with his troop comrades 
who had gathered at their headquarters to assist 
the women of their church in distributing Christ- 
mas dinners, in baskets, to the poor people of the 
town. The boys gave Alau a hot welcome. 
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*' You look like a tough old tar/' said Phil Boyd. 
**Tell us about it— when are you goiug backf 

**I don't expect ever to go back,*' said Alan. 
^^I'm going to school till I finish; and then I'm 
going into father's store." 

When Alan had told the scouts a part of the 
big story of his adventures, and as he persisted 
in his declaration that he didn't care to throw 
over any more of his life to gold-diggiQg, young 
Harry Tobey broke out with : 

** Golly I I don't see why I I'd like to do just 
like you did." 

And some of the others couldn't appreciate 
Alan's view of the matter. 

For tiiree years Alan received an average of 
$82 per year from his eighth interest in the claim 
on Cascade Creek. His interest in his father's 
store brought him $200 per year. 
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ON THB TBAIL OF 666 

SNOWSTORMS were kaown to occur at Ty- 
ler Pass even daring the month of Jnly. In 
the spring-time they were of frequent oc- 
currence. And while ordinarily these storms were 
short, they usually represented a general mixture 
— snow, rain, wind and sleet 

Just such a storm was encompassing Tyler Pass 
to-night, but **T P,^* as the night telegraph sta- 
tion there was called— the only building on the 
pass — ^was accustomed to storms. So was its one 
occupant— Ben Davis, the eighteen-year-old teleg- 
rapher. 

Bight now Ben's thoughts were far removed 
from weather conditions. The Oriental Limited, 
westbound, had just departed. Ben had tele- 
graphed the time of its departure to the train dis- 
patcher at Waybridge, and was waiting for the 
engineer of engine No. 666 — ^which engine had as- 
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sisted the Limited up the mountain— to come in 
for return running orders to Sunset Plain, eight- 
een miles east. 

Ben looked very unhappy, and fingered gloomily 
a letter which lay on the desk before him — one 
which the conductor of the Limited had brought to 
him from Waybridge. Unmindful oi the howling 
storm which ripped and slashed about the frail 
two-room telegraph shack, he, for the third time, 
hopelessly regarded the letter's contents. It made 
him feel that the bottom had dropped out of every- 
thing. 

Suddenly a door opened, and accompanying the 
wind-driven rain and sleet that spattered fiercely 
into the doorway, there entered a short, dripping 
figure, carrying a gleaming lantern. A smile 
shone on his good-natured countenance, and Ben, 
looking up, answered the cheerful greeting of his 
friend Swedey, engineer of helper engine 666. 

Swedey shook the rain from his greasy cap and 
jacket, set his lantern on the floor and drew closer 
to the blazing fire in the waiting-room stove. One 
glance at Ben's face told Swedey that something 
was disturbing him, but before Swedey could make 
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inquiry, Ben handed the young engineer the let- 
ter he had been reading, and added very soberly, 
**I^11 ask for your running orders while you read 
it, Swedey/' 

Ben tapped away at the telegraph key connected 
with the train dispatcher's wire, and Swedey read 
the following letter from division headquarters 
at Waybridge: 

Dear Mr. D(wis: 

Owing to the fact that you have been in our employ 
but six months, and as yet have scarcely had time to 
demonstrate to us your real worth, we cannot now con- 
sider your application for the vacancy of message op- 
erator in the dispatcher's office here. Will keep you in 
mind, however. 

(Signed) H. C. Wells, 

Division Superintendent. 

** Never mind. Old Top," said Swedey, as he re- 
turned the letter and gave Ben a friendly slap on 
the shoulder. * * We can 't get these good things all 
in a night. Now let me sign that train order 
you Ve copied. It's time the old girl (referring to 
engine 666) was moving." 

After Swedey had signed the copy, and Ben had 
telegraphed the signature to the dispatcher, re- 
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ceiving in torn the dispatcher's 0. K., he handed 
Swedey this running order: 

Helper engine No. 666 tuill run extra from Tyler Pass 
to Sunset Pladn. 

(Signed) H. C. W. 

Swedey read the order, carefully placed it in a 
pocket, grabbed his lantern, then pulling up the 
collar of his short, heavy jacket, started away, 

**So long, Ben. Bad night, this I Badnightl'' 
and Swedey had disappeared into the howling 
blackness. 

The rain and sleet whipped and splashed about 
the little telegraph building, rattling its shaky 
doors and windows and making it creak and trem- 
ble. 

Ben rose from his seat, moved toward the win- 
dow facing the tracks, and peered soberly into 
the dense darkness. He recalled vividly that it 
was just such a night as this, a year before, when 
his father, a freight engineer on the road, had fol- 
lowed his engine through a weakened bridge. 
"When they had finally extricated Bob Davis from 
the enjorine he had stood by so faithfully and 
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brought him home, his last words to Ben were, 
** Never shirk your duty, boy/' and Ben thought 
of these words now as he gazed into the inky 
blackness. 

On the main tracks near by, stood the powerful 
helper engine, No. 666. As Ben looked at it and 
thought of the enormous steam power stored in 
her shapely black body, he felt a strange thrill, 
for having ridden with his father several times, 
he knew what it meant to control that wonderful 
force with merely a throttle, an airbrake and a 
reverse lever. 

And now Swedey hopped into the right side of 
the engine's cab and opened her throttle ; and as if 
eager for freedom, big 666 slowly loosened her 
steel joints, and puffing, trembling, straining, 
pushed boldly into the restless night. As the 
grimy-faced fireman shoveled coal into the flaming 
jaws of her open fire box, a strong red glare 
weirdly illumined the inside of the cab and threw 
strange moving shadows on the rugged landscape. 

Faster and faster spun her drivers, and proud 
steed that she was, 666 soon disappeared down 
the winding steel tracks that led to the valley be- 
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low, leaving in her path a trail of tiny gleaming 
sparks. 

The young telegrapher returned to the key and 
clicked the following information to the train dis- 
patcher: 

08, 08, engine 666 arrived 10 P. M.; departed 10:30 
P. M. 

The telegraph instruments then falling into si- 
lence, Ben walked to the waiting-room stove and 
threw on some coal, after which he seated himself 
before the roaring fire. Naturally, he fell to think- 
ing about Waybridge. His mother lived there, 
and she would be as disappointed as he, when she 
learned of his failure to secure the vacant posi- 
tion there. It paid more money than his present 
job, and he could have gained much valuable ex- 
perience by working in a dispatcher's office. 

There was still another good reason for his 
wanting the Waybridge position. Ben was an 
Eagle Scout, and prior to coming to Tyler Pass, 
had been temporary leader of the Waybridge 
scout troop — he had really kept that troop from 
going to pieces. The former scoutmaster, a chief 
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dork in the superintendent's office, had taken em- 
ployment with another railroad. After his de- 
partnre, the scouts had secured a school teacher 
as scoutmaster, but he, too, eventually moved 
away. Finally, they tried to interest the division 
superintendent in their work, but failed. 

The truth was, Waybridge folks did not take 
the Scout Movement very seriously. It was some- 
thing new to them, and so far, its boy members 
had failed to make a very favorable impression on 
the rough and ready show-me type of railroaders 
who resided there. Faint-hearted scouts had 
dropped out at the first sign of discouragement. 
There were still seven staunch stickers left in the 
troop, however, and Ben was doing all in his power 
to keep them together, even though he was one 
hundred miles away. The fellows liked Ben. He 
was probably a trifle more serious than his com- 
panions, yet a real hoy, and a mighty sensible one. 

This very night, which had followed a promis- 
ing May day, those seven stickers were bunking in 
a rough little cabin four and a half miles east of 
**T P*' — one they had bought for almost nothing 
from an old miner. As all of the scouts were sons 



Digitized by 



Google 



ON THE TEAIL OF 666 235 

of railroaders, they obtained free transportation. 
Once a month the stickers came up here to spend 
Saturday, and as Ben was working nights, he man- 
aged to spend part of that day with them. Eight 
now he wondered what the fellows were doing at 
**Camp Stiek-Together.'^ 

The scouts had christened the cabin that because 
all were determined to keep their troop from to- 
tally disbanding, and still regarded Ben Davis as 
their leader, even though he lived on the Pass. 
They planned soon to build a temporary telegraph 
line from the cabin to **T P** telegraph office, hav- 
ing obtained permission from the railroad com- 
pany to connect with that point The boys had in- 
tended returning home before night on this par- 
ticular occasion, but the storm prevented. The 
Waybridge train dispatcher, however, had prom- 
ised to notify the boys* parents that they were all 
safe. 

An hour had passed, and Ben was still dwelling 
on these and other details, when the little sounder 
connected with the train dispatching wire sud- 
denly awoke with a rousing smash, whidi later 
resolved itself into Ben's office call— T P. 
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Ben answered promptly at the telegraph key. 

^*Did engine 666 leave *T P' when yon reported 
hert" asked the dispatcher. 

*^Yes,*' clicked Ben. 

^^ Looks fnnny,'' continued the despatcher. 
''She shonld have reported at Sunset Plain half 
an hour ago. Extra freight train waiting there 
to be helped up hilL^' 

Then followed a long string of anxious dots 
from the train dispatcher's key, and finally he 
said: 

''Ben, please take a lantern, go down east track 
a ways and look for 666. Something may have — 
well, please try and find her. If you get as far as 
tunnel phone, call me.'' 

**0 E[," answered Ben, and after putting on his 
heavy coat and cap, and taking from a drawer a 
pair of plyers, a small electric flashlight and some 
matches, he grabbed a lighted lantern and started 
out in one of the worst nights he had witnessed at 
the Pass for some time. 

His journey was all down grade, but he soon 
discovered that it was going to be the toughest 
bit of hiking he had ever tried, and Ben had taken 
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some pretty strenuous hikes with the troop. He 
shut his jaws tightly and buckled bravely into the 
fierce elements that whipped and shrieked about 
him, seemingly bent on his very destruction. 

On he went, slipping, tripping and stumbling 
over the rough railroad ties. Soon the driving 
wind wrenched the hat from his head and all but 
extinguished the lantern he carried. Ben recover- 
ed his hat, then held the lantern under his coat to 
keep it from going out. 

Finally, the rain and sleet beat about him with 
such stinging force that walking against it be- 
came well nigh unbearable and a tantalizing voice 
seemed to say: 

**Aw, go back. Tou^U never make it. Grown 
men have died in storms like this. Don't be a fool. 
They can't expect a fellow to be out in a night like 
this,'' and the screeching, mocking wind even ag- 
gravated the temptation. 

Then, out of the desolate darkness seemed to 
come another voice — an earnest, appealing voice. 
It was as if Bob Davis, engineer, had suddenly 
returned to life and was pleading: 

"Never shirk your duty, boy," and though the 
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rain and sleet painfully stung Ben's face and 
numbed Ms fingers, he answered half aloud, ^'I 
won % father. Iwon'tl'* Then he pushed man- 
fully on down the rough winding tracks, deter- 
mined to find the 666 or to drop in the attempt 

The dauntless spirit that had prompted old Bob 
Davis to stand faithfully by his engine when it 
plunged into Muddy Bend creek, was now guiding 
his boy through a howling storm over one of the 
most formidable passes in the frowning Rockies. 

Though the boy peered steadily ahead, little 
could he see through the rain and sleet. He knew 
well every foot of this track, for he had been ove 
it time and again. He knew, too, that no trains 
were due either way for several hours, except the 
freight train waiting at Sunset Plain, and it could 
not proceed until helper engine 666 reached there. 
Ben hoped soon to reach an emergency telephone 
located at a long tunnel a few miles ahead, for this 
phone connected witii the Waybridge dispatcher's 
office. So on he walked — one mile — ^two miles — 
three miles — ^then four miles, and now greatly ex- 
hausted, he found himself nearing Bio Gulch 
trestle. 
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Stilly no sign of engine 6661 

Up in the dispatcher's office at Waybridge two 
men on duty were beginning to feel as anxious 
for Ben as for the missing engine. They knew 
that there was a telephone five miles east of Tyler 
Pass, though they had hardly expected that the 
boy would venture that far through such a storm. 

At this very moment, Ben was essaying the 
most perilous part of his journey. He had just 
rounded a sharp turn, and before he realized it, 
was on the long steel trestle that spanned Bio 
Gulch — a structure six hundred feet above the 
treacherous stream that plunged madly through 
a rocky chasm below. 

As Ben started over the trestle, the wind 
worked itself into such a fury that the great steel 
structure seemed all aquiver. To complicate mat- 
ters, his lantern was suddenly extinguished and 
swept over the trestle, and only one-third of the 
way across the lofty structure, it looked for a mo- 
ment as if Ben himself would be swept from the 
tracks into the thundering depths below. 

He sank to the cold, wet ties and began to crawl 
— slowly but cautiously, gripping each tie firmly 
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as he moved along. It was a hard battle with 
the cutting wind and the stinging rain and sleet, 
but dogged perseverance and splendid physical 
endurance won, and soon Ben was on his feet 
again, dragging his tired, stiff limbs over track 
that was more solid. He began using his pocket 
electric flashlight now. One cheering thought gave 
him fresh hope. He was nearing the vicinity of 
Camp Stick-Together, and from a certain elevated 
point not far from the trestle, one could, on a clear 
day, dimly see the scout cabin in a deep gulch be- 
low. 

The boy had gone scarcely a quarter of a mile 
further when something at the side of the railroad 
track caught his eye — a weird smudge of burning 
coals. Renewed strength and courage succeeded 
alarm. He rushed forward, and reaching a steep 
slide, quickly discovered why 666 had not reached 
Sunset Plain. The track at this point had caved 
in, and the huge engine, on leaving the damaged 
rails, had plunged down the embankment, and was 
now fifty feet below, partly buried in the rain- 
soaked dirt, sand and rock. 
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Ben hurriedly slid down to where the wreckage 
lay. 

"Swedey! Oh, Swedey,'' he called loudly 
through the darkness, and felt truly thankful when 
a voice answered faintly, **Is it— you — Bent Good 
boyl Good boy!*' and soon Ben was bending 
over the little engineer, who lay partly buried in 
coal near the locomotive's tender and who urged 
the boy to telephone inunediately for aid. Real- 
izing that this was the wise thing to do, and that 
there was not a moment to lose, Ben covered Swe- 
dey with his own heavy jacket, snatched up a 
lighted torch that lay near by, then climbed into 
the unburied part of the engine's cab. 

Half of the engine was embedded in the steep 
embankment. Her fire was almost extinguished, 
and nowhere could he see her fireman. Finding 
in the cab a lantern and some red-light fuses, Ben 
quickly appropriated themu He at once lit the 
lantern and after assuring Swedey that he would 
soon summon aid, climbed to the track above. 

There he debated. Here was an injured man 
needing aid, and another to be searched for. Some 
one must notify the train dispatcher; some one 
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must attend the injured. Some one, too, must 
guard the railroad track. The nearest available 
wire communication was still half a mile east. 

Then an idea came to Ben. There was just one 
chance in a hundred that it would work. Finding 
himself near the diff that overlooked Camp Stick- 
Together, he hastened along the track until he 
reached that diff. Hastily climbing to its flat top, 
he began a series of swings with his gleaming lan- 
tern: 

Four short swings — ^H; one short swing— E; 
one long swing— L; five short swings — P. Corre- 
spending to Morse telegraph signals, which all the 
scout troop knew; it meant *^HELPJ* 

Three times he repeated the word, but with no 
results. Then he conceived a better idea. Putting 
one of the red fuse signals under his coat, he lit it, 
and soon had a bright, glaring reddish light. With 
this he again began signaling the letters — ^Hblp. 

Down in Camp Stick-Together, located on a 
sheltered ledge in the gulch below, every scout 
except Hal Jones, who slept near a window, was 
fast asleep. Jones had had too much supper that 
night He was greatly surprised, on glancing out 



Digitized by 



Google 



ON THE TBAIL OF 666 243 

the window^ to see on the heights above a bright 
moving light. For a moment he watched it intent- 
ly, then grasped its import It came from the di- 
rection of the railroad track — came once, twice, 
three times. (The wreck itself conld not be seen 
from the cabin.) Qnickly, Hal wakened his sleep- 
ing companions. 

** Fellows I Fellows 1'^ he shouted, excitedly. 
** Something's wrong over there. Bead that sig- 
nal,^' and six sleepy scouts, rubbing their eyes, 
moved to the window, where they saw what Hal 
had seen — ^the word Help flashed through the wild, 
roaring night Hal grabbed a pine torch, lighted 
it, and rushing to the doorway, answered the 
pleading signal with the hopeful letters, **i, i,'* 
which beiQg interpreted telegraphically means, **I 
understand.^* 

**Now hustle, fellows,'* urged Hal. **We must 
dress quickly and get right over there. Take 
pocket electric flashes, first aid stuff, some grub, 
too," and a few minutes later, seven sturdy scouts, 
carrying gleaming flashlights and blazing pine 
torches, and with solid packs swung over their 
strong shoulders, were working their way over 
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a narrow mountamons trail, toward a light Ben 
Davis had left on the cliff for their guidance. 
After twenty minutes of hard climbing they 
reached the scene of the wreck. 

Ben, in the meantime, had rushed half a mile 
east to the tunnel telephone that connected with 
division headquarters at Waybridge. When final- 
ly he returned to the scene of the wreck, his fellow 
scouts were already at work extricating Swedey 
and his fireman from the wreckage. As he stag- 
gered into their presence he fell exhausted to the 
ground, almost crying with Joy to think that his 
faithful comrades had so promptly heeded his sig- 
nals. Already hot coffee was steaming from a 
bubbling pot on a fire they had built under a pro- 
tecting bowlder. Crude stretchers had been rigged 
up, and aU the first-aid-to-the-injured knowledge 
that the boys had ever learned, had been put into 
practice. Waybridge division headquarters on re- 
ceiving the telephone message from Ben, had 
started out help immediately. 

After Ben had been revived with a cup of steam- 
ing coffee, seven scouts with Ben at their head be- 
gan to work like beavers. The two improvised 
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stretchers made from poles and old coats, now held 
Swedey and his fireman, the latter having been 
rescued, unconscious, from a pile of rock and dirt. 

Five of the huskiest scouts started with the in- 
jured men back to Camp Stick-Together, one run- 
ning ahead with a tordi to light the trail to i^e 
cabin. It was a tough journey for the five lads, 
but they finally completed it. 

While at the wreck, three scouts were now act- 
ing as flagmen, down in the cabin five others were 
faithfully attending Swedey, the engineer, and 
Billings, his fireman. Swedey had escaped with 
nothing more serious than a few bruises about his 
shoulders and arms, and one broken leg. Billings, 
however, suffered two broken legs, in addition to 
numerous cuts and several injured ribs. But he 
was coming along fine. As one of the scouts ad- 
ministered aid to him, he turned weakly over in 
his bunk and faced the lad. 

"And here,'* he remarked feebly, a faint smile 
flickering across his countenance, "here I always 
thought you fellows were nothin' but a gang of 
meddlesome kids. Well, if ever I get on my sea 
legs again, I'm goin' to have the whole bunch of 



Digitized by 



Google 



246 BOY SCOUTS COUBAGEOUS 

you photographed on our engine. I take my hat 
off to all of you,'' after which he turned his gaze 
on the fire blazing cheerfully in the little fireplace 
which the scouts themselves had constructed. 

When the wrecker train arrived at the scene of 
the wreck. Division Superintendent Wells and a 
company surgeon were the first ones to alight 
from it The superintendent gave a few hurried 
instructions to the wrecking crew, after which he 
and the surgeon hastened to the scout cabin with 
Ben and his two companions. Before leaving, the 
superintendent shook hands with every scout pres- 
ent. 

**Boys,*' he said, with no little display of grati- 
tude, **I'm proud of every last one of you. And 
this chap here (indicating Ben) — ^well, he's as 
brave a man as his father was. On Monday he 
begins work in the Waybridge dispatcher's office, 
which means that he can now be of even greater 
service to you faithful stickers. Fact is, he ought 
to be your leader. I can't. But I con do this. For 
a long time, you scouts have been after us big fel- 
lows to help you get a clubhouse at Waybridge. 
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I'll see that you get that clubhouse next week. 
God bless all of you.*' 

To-day in the Waybridge Troop Headquar- 
ters there hangs a big handsome photograph, 
showing engine No. 666 surrounded by the Way- 
bridge scouts, Ben Davis in the center and Swedey, 
whose life he saved, at his side« 
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